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Kathanibl Pabkir Wnxn was born m PorOand, 
Maine, January 20, 1806. His &ther was the venerable 
Nathaniel Willis^ who in 1816 founded the^fiostaa £§^ 
eorder — the first religious newqutper ever published. The 
future poet received an excellent preparatory edpcation, 
principally at the Boston Latin School, and then entered 
Tale College, where he graduated in 1827. Previously 
to this he had writte j and published anonymously some 
poems of great merit^ chiefly of a religious character, and 
won a prize of fifly dollars — at that time a very Jiberal 
one — ^for the best poem, offered by the publishers of one 
of the annuals. Soon after leaving college, Mr. Willis 
collected and published his poems in a volume, which 
attracted no little attention. Some of the pieces in this 
collection are not unworthy to rank with the productions 
' of the author's matured genius. 

Ur. Willis's tastes and talents induced him, instead of 
studying a profession, to devote himself to literature as 
t pursuil^ and soon after his graduation, he aMumed the 
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editorship of the " Legendary/' a series of yolumes of 
tales published by S. G. Ooodrich. He next established! 
in Boston, the AfiMfiean M&i^My Hfd^&Hihi; and /allied 
around it a cirde of talented contributors, whom 1m 
inspired with his own ambition and zeal To the pages 
cf this 1rot*k hd 6ontributed many bfilliafit papcffS ; i*d 
its Editor's Tabl6, in which he tIfekUd of 6uff€nt litefiijf 
topics, of art, books, khd perSotifil ^SiJperi^fice, WAS mi- 
neHtly sparkling ktid I'eadable. At the dipifation of two 
yea«, the Magazine was merged into the New Toii 
3iirt&r^ the most flourishing literttry journal of the d«f, 
Conducted by George P. Morris, atid Mr. Willis gmtiW 
a lotig-cherished desire by vieititig Europe. His first irf- 
pfesaons of the Old World, teceired at the most ^jcj* 
able period of lifb, WSfe dommunicated to the Miff of ft 
a series of sparkKng lett6rS^ tirhich toet with a prodigi<jia 
success. Europe had not then "been done to death-" 
and daShifig Sketches of its scenery, its art, its disti»' 
gtilshed meti and women, as viewed by an ardent and 
gifted American, young, impressionable, "Wiih the keet 
perceptions of the poet and artist, came upon the putilk 
like a series of revelations. The Style of these sketch 
y^is admirable, afiid possessed Such a fascinatidfi that 
ifSA tmpossibk to bcfghi & detached extract wttkonf ^| 
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Mifng tk^ pkrttgFiij^ td tli^ dd^ Mr. Wflfii mm M'«II 
leceiv^ abroad, add enjoyed ftmliiiey Whidi g6;i« him 
the ^^ 6r tii^ hipM tod Ml ^KxiAb of SMieif on 
the contineiit and in England, ton ^6lrMtt8 of j^rom- 
'metit personage Of ih^ time,-'-^^ «b Hool^, Likdy 
Btessington, D'ldtaeli^ Bnlwer, ^'Ortey^— ^«t« graplne 
khd artMc. In Jivaoptwd society Mf^ WiWk #«H mii* 
tained tbe reputiktbxi of i rdhi^ and hi^to«i«ki AiMf« 
icati geabtlemto, and in c^ftittil t^yisg 4»reuiftFtanoei 
ihliiiifc^t^ a dbhralrons spirit whieh did hitn the faigiif. 
est honor. 

While residing in England, in 1836, Ut, Willtt nmr^ 
ned Mary Leighton Stace, a dtogtiter of OottmviKttf 
GeaettX WilTiam Stace, cotmnaftder of the Royil JMemi 
at Wootwich, an office^ ^ho bad s^en nraeh ser^iee, 
and gtehtly dis6ifignfshed himseff ht Watei^Ioo. 

Ketumin^ to this country, Mr. Willis purebased A 
small farm in the valley of the Stiscjnebatnia, v/H^fe b* 
tmilt a pretty cottage, in Which h* hoped tcr pl»s the 
remainder of his days in rural and literary employmeni 
BEis "Letters from Under a Bridge," wfitkem frottl " Q-fen- 
mary/' cOntam soihe of the modt beikotifel ilfid t!^tl)M 
lectures of American coimtry HftJ ^tw prtihed. WiA- 
t fiteity wbicb only beloiigi id high airty be u^m^ oat 
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of the tioBf^eit: mftterialsy out of quiet landscaped^ and 
ereryday incidents, spells which have entranced readers 
of idl tastes. A daughter, Imogen, waa bom tp Mr."^ 
WiUia in thi» sylvan solitude. 

Bat trouUe qame to the inmates of.Glenmary. Mrai 
WiUis's &tber died>-^Bir. Willis's publishers failed; and 
it became necessary for the dreamer to forsake the quiet 
vale of the Susquehanoa, and plunge once more into the 
battle of life. Bemovipg to New York, he established, 
in connection with the late Dr. Porter, a literary journal 
called the Corsair. During a brief visit to Europe, 
Mr. Willis engaged Mr. Thackeray among his foreign 
contributors, and while there published a volume of bis 
poetry and prose, under the title of "Loiterings of 
Tnivel," two plays, " Bianca Visconti," and " Tortesa the 
Usurer,'' the. latter of which has proved successful on the 
Atage, and at the same time wrote the letter press 
lor two illustrated works published by G-eorge Virtue^ 
descriptive of the scenery of the United .States and 
Ireland. 

finding, on his return to America, that Dr. Porter 
had become discouraged with the Corsair, and abap* 
foiled it, he joined his former partner, Gbn. Morris, i9 
• paffer catted the Evening Mirror, Intense applioati<i9 
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soon began to tell upon his hemlth, and the shock occap 
sioned by the death of his wife completely prostrated him. 
He again went abroad, but after a brief staj, during 
which he was attacked by a brain feyer, he. returned 
to this country. The Evening Mirror, the daily prepar- 
aticm of which was found to be too trying a task both 
to Mr. Willis and Qen, Morris, was transferred to other 
hands, and they established the Eame Journal^ a literary 
weekly, which from the outset was eminently sucoessfiiL 
From the date of its commencement, Mr. Willis con- 
eentrated all his efforts on tins publication, the popu- 
larity of which amply repaid the loving care bestowed 
upon its columns. 

In 1846 Mr. Willis married Ck)melia, only ^daugh^er 
of Honl Joseph Grinnell, of New Bedford, Ma^ Tlieir 
residence from that time until his decease, was on a 
charming estate on the banks of the Hudson, above 
We<«t Point, to which he gave the name of " Idlewild.** 
Here he divided bis time between his literary and do- 
mestic cares^ the culture and the adornment of his estate, 
and the regimen and exercise which his infirm health 
demanded, with an occasional visit to New York, to 
glimoe at the movements of society and art in that great 
Mjf gA^karing from all hia experiences, material for thoa^ 
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charming essays und letters wkich graced tli© editork) 
coliimhs of the Somi JotJbriuxL 

FeW Am^ikiad atithoit wet^ kn6^ii t6 A ^ider cire'4 
of fe&deirs than Mf. Willil He canici b^ibr« the {rablio fcr 
the first titne ftt d monK^dt whetl eur litevAtare tvai 
passing fcoiti the deHdat^ bloom of inltocy to the &Mria 
and lusty tigot of early yonth. Everything itzs ih t 
state of transitioti ; everything ^^^as untitled ; tmi everyi 
thing was rieh with the glow of downing promise. Irving 
was in th6 Hitlness of his flkihei; Bryant had Won ty 
vernal honors which have since ripened into gtorioos 
maturity ; iL H. D&na had struck k chord in many heart! 
by the mystic strains of his melancholy music j Percival 
was hailed by waiting add stmgttihe spirits as the momitig- 
star of a new poetical day ; Fierpont had gatlieted bHglM 
laurels on the banks where ^'HernKm sheds its dews," 
and "decked his couch with Sharon's de&thless rose." 
Everett had f^turned from his q«est of knowledge M 
distant lands, radiant with 6ntlmspa?m and hope; Cha^ 
hing had sent an electric s{)ark into tlie bosom of society 
by his seraphic di^ussion of Worldly themes amidst the 
solemnities of the pulpit; L^^man BedcJhel^ WAs di*torbi«g 
the tepose of the dty bones hi the VftJkjy of tisicm iy 
his athletic sledgehammer blows ofi ihi» Werner «f 
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&)Ston; LdngfeltdW was beginning ta gather around 
him a clust6f ot gfadidtts sympathies by thd tendei* padios 
6f ius iniaginatidti and the 6We6t felidti^ df hi^ didtion. ' 
Mr. Willis first attracted notice fiont thos6 Who WeiW 
le^gerly Waidiifig 6yeff sign ot pf6ihiS6 hi bar yootbfbl 
ikerature, by his scriptural poems. H6 had beeti brougiit 
tip uhder the robust religious influences of New Englam! 
orthodoxy { thcj bracing air Of Andover artd Park stre^ 
filled his teinrWith the ruddy drops of Stc*m rtrtiviction ; 
from the lips of his admirable toother, who was beloved 
aidd honored by^ all who knew her, the lessoris of piety 
distilled upon his heart ; and if, in hiter life, the early 
dead and morning dew left no trace of their influence on 
the character, they ^re an rnipube to his poetical nature, 
aiid suggested chaste and lovely images to his fancy. Hl§ 
memory Was familiar with the language of the Bible. H^ 
heart had becfn touched by its simple grandeur. Tlie 
domestic scenes of the old Hebrew life kindled his warDnH> 
Bst sympathy, and attached themselves to his dearest 
a8EK)ciations with home. Gtfled wil3i the art of clothing 
those scenes in the splendor of moderti terte, Without 
impdring their taxiyj antique flavor, he ^rew a ch&nh 
arouAd his descriptions which fescinated iUKe f he lov^rt 
df the Blbla and the amateurs of |>ocery^,,»«,««<^^ 



X BIOGRAPHICAL SKKTCtt. 

w^ perfect His name became a household word in 
many £unilies who had learned Jrom hLs sweet utterances 
that the sentunent of piety was no foe t6 the indulgence 
9f the imagination. He was welcomed as a new star in 
the horizon of American letters. His sense of beauty in 
outward things was extraordinary. His eye was strongly 
affected by the harmonies of color and form. In dress, 
in furniture, in every kind of decoration, he had a lively 
instinct of the fit and the becoming. If his personal 
tastes had a tendency towards the fantastic, it was an ex- 
ception to the g^ieral soundness of his judgment in 
esthetic affairs. 

Among the traits of Mr. Willis's personal character, which 
hit friends can dwell on with the warmest satisfactioSf 
was the vigorous persistence with which he engaged in 
the battle of life, in spite of an accumulation of physical 
infirmities. For many yeiurs previous to his deatli he had 
ejc^yed scarcely an interv^ of good health. He was 
oflen sul^ect not only to the languors of chronic disease, 
but to the agonies of sharp and sudden attacks. His 
endurance of pain was like that of a martyr. His sufier* 
iDgs often furnished him^ with the theme of his mc^ 
brilliant essays. He had the rare gift of bringing hi$ 
private eigperiences befi>re the public without the appear- 
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ance of obtrnsive egotism. With the exception of Henry 
Heine, we hardly know an instance of a man of letters 
being doomed to snch protracted torments from bodily 
disease. The power witli which he bore up under snch 
terrible inflictions presents a rare example of courage and 
fortitude — ^the genuine elements of heroism. Let those 
who view him merely as the gay and elegant man about 
town, the retailer of sparkling Ixm-motSj and the writer of 
frivolous superficial humor, remember the days of dark- 
ness which he so bravely encountered, and the dauntless 
sseal with which he wrought at his post until his counte- 
nance was changed in the shadow of death. 

Mr. Willis, moreover, exhibited a. certain kindliness and 
generosity of disposition, which, if it rested on no pro- 
found basis in his nature or his principles, gave an interest 
to his companionship and secured him the cordial fHend- 
ship of men with whose graver and more rigid traits of 
character he habitually cherished but little 83rmpathy. His 
circle of intimate acquaintance- included persons of the 
widest contrast in opinions, manners, and cultivation. 
Among them were to be found the popular preacher, the 
erudite divine, the stem reformer, and men of mark in 
political life and the world of business. He dispensed the 
hospitalities of Idlewild— a name which his pen has made 
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jplaasi^al— with ele^noe and liberality. His ijopr wjw 
open w|d^ eve^ tp the .^^ual visitor, aod U> **tfie m^ 
who sought him he w|^ sweet a? sun^ner," I'ree from 
the ficintest spark of literaiy jealoi|sy, he took no part in 
the "quarrds of authors,'* looked with cheerfiil pooi- 
placencj on the sucoess of his rivals, ax^ always had a 
friendly word for the youthful aspirants who were strug- 
IfUag ii) the lists for distinction in letters, ^is sympathy 
with their first timid ^orts was often their stepping-stOD0 
(0 renown. 

He will be remembered, not as a philosephar or a celestial 
genius; but as ^ map eminently human, with ahnost nniqqe 
endowments, who coi^tributed his share to Uie good*will, 
cheerful ei\joyme|it, fnd intellectual life of ^e present 

Mr. Willis, as stated, was subject, for seveml of the later 
jj^ars of bis life, to severe suffering from disease, the seat 
^ which was chiefly in the brain. Qis decef^se oppi^red 
on the gOth of January, 1867, at Idlewjld, being just 
^ijty^ne yeiurs of age, ^ y^ mi, 89?er4 chi^e];^ spr- 
viv^ him. 
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TH£ HEALIHO OF TBE DAIJOHTER OF JAIRUi. 

Freshly the oool breath of the eoming- ev* 
Stole through the lattice, and the dying girl 
Felt it upon her forehead. She had lain 
Since the hot noontide in a hreatblest tranct^ 
H^ tbin,pale fingers cla^>ed within the hand 
Of the heart-broken Buler, and h«r breast, 
Like the dead marble^ white and motioolasi. 
The shadow of a leaf laj on her lips, 
And, as it stirr'd with the ajirakening wind, 
The dark lids lifted from her languid ejes. 
And her slight fingers moved, and heavily 
She turned upon her pillow. He was there — 
The same loved, tireless watcher, and she look'd 
Into his face until her sight grew dim 
With the &st-fidling tears; and, with a sigh 
Of tremulous weakness murmuring his name, 
She gently drew his hand upon her lips. 
And kiss'd it as ^e wept. The old man sunk 
Upon his knees, and in the drapery 
Of the rich curtains buried up his face ; 
And when the twilight fell, the silken fokls 
Stirred with his prayer, but the alight hand he held 
Bad ceased its pressure — ^and he could not hearj 
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In the dead, u'.ter sileuce, that a breath 
Game tbroiigh ^er iioetril»-*-a«d her t«<pplj» gar* 
To his nice touch no pulse — ^and, at her mouth, 
He held the lightest (iurl that on her neck 
Lay with a mocking beauty, and his gaze 
Ached Vith its deathly stillness. ♦ * * * ♦ 

4> « ♦ « 41 ♦ It was night— 
And, softly, o'er the Sea of Gulilec, 
Danced the breeze-ridden ripples to the shore, 
TippM with the silver sparkles of the moon. 
The breaking waves played low upon tiie beacSl 
Their constant music, but the «ir beside 
Was stai as starlight, and th* Saviour's voice, 
In its rich cadences unearthly sweet, 
Seem'd like some just-bom harmony in the air, 
Waked by the power of wisdom. On a rock, 
With the broad moonlight falling on his brow, 
He stood and taught the people. At his feet 
Lay his small scrip, and pilgrim's scallop-shell, 
And staff— for they had waited by the sea 
Till he came o'er from Ghidarene, and pray'd 
For his wont teachings as he came to land. 
His hair was parted meekly on his brow, 
And the long curls from off his shoulders feB, 
As he lean'd forward earnestly, and still 
The same calm cadence, passionless and deep— 
And in bis looks the same mild majesty — 
And in his mien the sadness mix'd with power- 
Filled them with love and wonder* Siiddetthr. 
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As (Hi'bis words MitmeMfy Ibejr hwag, 
The crowd divided, and Among them ttowl 
Jairub TBS BuLBB. With his flowing vobe 
Qathered in haste about his loins, hs camcg 
And fix'd Ins ejes on Jesiia Qoaer diffW 
The twelve disoifto to their Mailer's ade; 
And silently the people shrunk awi^, 
And left the hau^tj Ruler in the midst 
Alone. A moment longer on the lace 
Of the meek Nasarend he kept his gase, 
Ai^ as the twelve k>oked <m him, bj the light 
Of the dear moon they saw a gtistenii^ tear 
Steal to his silver beard; and, drawing nigh 
Unto the Savkmr's feet, be took the hem 
or his cCHurse mantle, nod with tnteibling hands. 
PressM it upon Iub lids, and murmur*d low, 
"Master/ my daughier T— ♦♦♦♦♦• 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ * The same silvery Mght, 
That shone.upon the lone roek by the sea, 
Slept on the Ruler's loSty capkals^ 
As at the door he stood, and welcomed in 
Jesus and his disciples. AU was stilL 
The echoing vestibule gave back the slide 
Of their loose sandals, and the arrowy beam 
Of moonlig^t^ slanting to the marble floor, 
Lay like a ^11 of silence in the roovas, 
As Jairus led them on. With hushing steps 
He trod the winding stwr ; but ere ne touch*d 
The latehet, from wltkn a whisper came, 
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And lii^ftint hand fell aeirtlen at liis Mbj 
And Im st^» flUter'd, and his broken Toice 
Chokad hi its u41»ra&oe ; — lm€ a gentle hand 
Was laid upon his arm, and in his ear 
The Simour*s foiee sank thrfflingly and kyvr. 
''She is not dtmi^-hia sk^Hi^'^ 

They passed in. 
The spice=^toiapB in the akboster nrns 
But^fted dimly, and the w^te mud tognmi saaolte 
Curled hidolently on the diamber walk. 
The siUcen onrtains Blmnbered in their fokte*^ 
Not even a tassel starring in the air— 
And as Ihe Sariour stood bende the bed, 
And prayed inaudibly, the Ruler heard 
The quickening division of his breath 
As he grew earnest inwardly. There came 
A gradnftl brightness o'er his calm, sad fiM^e , 
And, drawing nearer to the bed, he moved 
The sUken curtains silently apart, 
And looked upon the maiden. 

Like a form 
Of ma(<^less sculpture in her sleep rfie lay— 
The linen vesture folded on her breast, 
And over it her wMte transparent hftnds. 
The blood still rosy in their tapering nails. 
A line of pearl ran through her parted lips, 
And in her ndstal!^ spiritiiaUy thin^ 
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The breathiMg curve wm mockiiig^ like life ; 
And round benefttb the £yatly tinted skiQ 
Ran the tight branches of the aaww veins ; 
And on htf obeek the j^ ksh oi^rli^, 
Matching the arches penciU'd on her brow. 
Her hair had been unbound, and fidling loose 
Upon her piUow, hid her small round ears 
In curls of glossy blackness, and about 
Her polished neck, scarce touching it, thej hung^ 
Like airy shadows floating as they slept . 
'Iwas heavenly beautiful The Saviour raised 
Her hand from off her boeom^ and spread out 
The anowy fingers in his pahn, andsakl, 
'' Jfaidm 1 ArUt r-^and suddenly a flush 
Shot o'er her for^ead, and along her lips 
And throu^ her cheek the rallied color rani 
And the still outline of her gracefiil form 
Stirred in the linen vesture ; and she clasp'd 
The Saviour's hand, and fixing her dark eyes 
FuU on his beaming countenaac&— ABoai ! 



TKE LEPER. 



** Room for the leper I Room I" And, as he came, 
The cry passM on—" Room for the ^)er I Room I" 
Ikinrise was slantina: on the eity gates 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



22 irCLLI8*0 POSHS. 

Bosy and beaattful, and from the hills 
The earij risea poor were eoming io, 
Duly and cheetiully to their toil, and up 
Rose the sharp hammer's clink, and the £ur hum 
Of moving wheels and multitudes astir, 
And aU that in a city murmur swells — 
Unheard but by the watcher's weary ear, 
Aching with night's dull silence, or the sick 
Hailing the welcome light and sounds that chase 
The death-like images of the dark away. 
" Room for the leper I" And aside they Bto6d-*- 
Matron and child, and pitiless manhood— dl 
Who met him on his way — ^and let him pass. 
And onward through the open gate he came, 
A leper with the ashes on his brow. 
Sackcloth about his loins, and on his lip 
A covering, stepping painfully and slow, 
And with a difficult utterance, like one 
Whose heart is with an iron nerve put down, 
Crying, "Unclean! Unclean!" 

'Twas now the first, 
Of the Judean autumn, and the leaves, 
Whose shadows lay so still upon his path, 
Had put their beauty forth beneath the eye 
Of Judah's palmiest noble. He was young, 
And eminently beautiful, and life 
Mantled in eloquent fulness on bis lip, 
And sparkled in his glance; and in his mien 
There was a gracious pride that every eye 
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Followed with bausons — hnd tins was hef 
With the soft airs of summer there had oome 
A torpor on his frame, which not the speed 
Of his best barb, nor music, nor the blast 
Of the bold hmitsman*8 horn, nor aught that 9tin 
The spirit to its bent, might drive away, 
^e blood beat not as w<mt within his veins ; 
Dimness crept o'er his eye ; & drowsy sloth 
Fettered hid limbs like palsy, and his mien, 
With aU its loftiness, seem'd struck with eld. 
Even his ycMCe was changed-*^-a languid \ ftoan 
Taking the place of -the clear silv^ key ; 
And brain and sense grew Mnt, as if the light 
And very air were steep'd in riuggishness. 
He strove with it awhile, as manhood will. 
Ever too proud for weakness, till the rein 
Slackened within his grasp, and in its poise 
The arrowy jerieed like an aspen shook. 
Day after day, he lay as if in sleep. 
His skin grew dry and bloodless, and white scales, 
Circled with livid pinple, cover'd him. 
And then his nails grew black, and fell away 
From the ^1 ^esh about them, and the hues 
Deepened beneath the hard unmoisten'd scales, 
And from their edges grew the rank white hai^ 
— And Helon was a kperl 

Bay was breaking. 
When at ibe altar of the temple stood 
Ihe holy prieet of God. The inoense lamp 
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Bum'd with a struggHog lig^t, 9od A low diani 
SweU*d through the hollow arches of tb&roof 
Like an articulate wail, and there, alone, 
Wasted to ghastly thinness, Hebn knelt 
The echoes of the mdancholj strain 
Died in the distant aiides, and he rose up, 
Struggling with weakness, and how*d down his bead 
Unto the sprinkled ashes, and put off 
His costly raiment for the leper's garb ; 
And with the sackcloth roond him, and his ^ 
Hid In a loathsome eorerii^, stood Mill, . 
Waiting to hear his doom :— 

Depart I depart, diild 
Of Israel, from the temple of thy GkKl I 
For He has smote thee with his chasteoiiig rod ^ 

And to the desert- wild, 
From all thou lov'st^ away thy feet must flee. 
That from thy plague His people may be free. 

Depart I and come not near 
The busy mart, the crowded city, more ', 
Nor set thy foot a human threshold o'er ; 

And stay thou not to hear 
Yoices that call thee in the way; and fly 
From all who in the wilderness pass by. 

Wet not thy burning lip 
In streams that to a human dwelling glide ; 
Nor re^ thee 'vHMre the coTert foimtaiqs biiio; 
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Nor kneel if»e down to dtp 
The water where the pilgrim bends to dnnk, 
B7 deaert well or river's grassy brink; 

And pass thou not between 
The weaiy traveller and the cooling braece ; 
And lie not down to sleep beneath the trees 

Where human tracks are seen ; 
Nor mUk the goat that browseth on the i^n, 
'Nor phick the standing ooniy or jreDow grain. 

And now departl and when 
Thj heart is heavy, and thine eyes are dim, 
JA& up thy prayer beseechingly to Him 

Who, from the tribes of men, 
Selected thee to fed His chastening rod. 
Departl leper 1 and forget not God! 

And he went forth — alone ! not one of all 
The many whom he loved, nor she iHiose name 
Was woven in the fibres of the heart 
Breaking within him now, to come and speak 
Comfort unto him. Yea — he went his way, 
Sick, and heart-broken, and alone— -to die I 
for God had cursed the leperl 

It was noon, 
And Helon knelt beside a stagnant pool 
In the kma wHdemess^ and bathed his brow^ 
Hot with the burning leprosy^ and toueh'd 
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The loathsome water to hb fevec'd lips. 
Praying that he might be so blest — ^to die I 
Footsteps approach'dy and, with no strength W flee, 
He drew the covering closer on his lip, 
Orjing, " Unclean 1 undean I" and in the folds 
Of the coaiise sackcloth shrouding up his face. 
He fell upon the earth till they should pass. 
Nearer the Stranger came, and bending o*er 
The leper's prostrate form, pronounced his name— 
" Helon I" The voice was like the master-tooe, . . 
Of a rich instrument — most strangely sweet ; 
And the dull pulses of disease awoke. 
And for a moment beat beneaUi the hot 
And leprous scales with a restoring tiirilL 
" Helon I arise I" and he forgot his curse, 
And rose and stood before Him. 

Love and awe 
Mingled in the regard of Hekm's eye 
As he beheld the Stranger. He was not 
In costly raiment dad, nor on his brow 
The symbd of a princely lineage worn ; 
No folbwers at His back, nor in His hand 
Buckler, or sword, or qjear, — ^yet in his mien 
Command sat throned serene, and if He smiled* 
A kingly condescension graced His lips, 
The lion would have crouch'd to in his lair. 
His garb yrMs simple, and His sandals worn ; 
His stature modeU'd with a perfect grace; 
His cosntenanee the impress of a God, 
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Touched with the open iaooeenoe of a child ; 

Hb eye waa blue and oahn, as in the sky 

In the serenest noon ; His hair unshorn 

Fell to his shoulders ; and His curling beard 

The Mness of perfected manhood bore. 

Ue looked oa Hek>n earnestly awhile, 

As if His heart were moved, and, stooping down, 

He took a little water in His hand 

And laired the sufiferer^s brow, and said, '*Be clean 1' 

And lo ! the scales fell from him, and his blood 

Coursed with delicious coolness through his veins^ 

And his dry palms grew moist^ and on his lips 

The dewy softness of an infant's stole. 

SJ3 leprosy was cleansed, and he fell down 

Phxstrate at Jesus' feet and worship^'d him. 



DAVID'S GRIEF FOR HIS CHILD, 

'TWAS daybreak, and the fingers of the dawn 
Drew the night's curtain, and touch'd silently 
The eyelids of the king. And David woke. 
And robed himself and pray'd. The inmates^ now. 
Of the vast palace were astir, and feet 
Glided along the tesselated floors 
With a pervading murmur, and the fount 
Whose music had heen all the night unheard, 
I^y'djis if light had made it audible ; 
And eadi one, waking, bless'd it unaware. 
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The fragrant strife of sutL^ine with the mom 
Sweeten'd the air to ecstasy 1 and now 
The king's wont was to lie upon his coiidi 
Beneath the sky-roOf of the inner court, 
And, shut in from the world, but not from heor*!^ 
Play with his loved son by the fountain's lip ; 
for, with idolatry confessed alone 
To the rapt wires c^ his reproofiess harp, 
He loved the child of Bathsheba. And when 
The golden selvedge of his robe was heard 
Sweeping the marble pavement, from within 
Broke forth a child's laugh suddenly, and words- 
Articulate, perhaps, to his heart only — 
Pleading to come to him. They brought the bo^^-* 
An infant chemb, leaping as if used 
To hover with that motion upon wings, 
And marvellously beautiful I His brow 
Had the inspired up-lift of the king's, 
And kingly was his infantine regard ; 
But his ripe mouth was of the ravishing mould 
Of Baithsheba^s — the hue and type of love, 
Bosy and passionate — and oh, the moist 
Unfathomable blue of his large eyes 
Guve out its light as twilight shows a star. 
And drew the heart of the beholder in I— 
And this was like his mother. 

David's lips 
Moved with unutter'd blessings, and awlnie 
fie closed the lids upon his m<»8ten'd eyes. 
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And, with tha nMmil ohaok of tha i 
Preas'd to b^ boMa, wt M if afi«id 
Tliat but the Itfting of his lids migfat jsr 
The heart-d^'s ovoDrfidDeat. TJucbmmif 
A aervMit of the outer comi had knelt 
Waitiog before him ; and ft doad tfaa whib 
Had rapidtsr qmad o*er the amnoifiv haans; 
And, as the chitt of the witMnwi^g atm 
fell on the king, he Mai i^ his cfea 
And frowo'd iqx» the 8erva9^'*Tft)r tiMt hanr 
Was haflow'd to his heart and hia (Ur aUld, 
Apd none migfat seek Ibdni. AadthekiBgi 
And with a troubled ofwntoMinen leaked vf > 
To the fiist-gathering darkness; and, behold, , 
The servant bowed himself to earth, and said, 
^ Nathan the prophet eometh fiom the Lofd P 
And David's lips grew white, and with a dbwp . 
Which wrung a mnrnuir from the fr^hted cltfld« 
He drew him to his breast^ and oovsrad him 
With the long &idmgi^ of his robe, and said, 
^ I will oQme forth. Gk>QowI'' ^ad Ikagartngly 
With losses on the &ir uplifted brow, 
Aad mingled words of tenderness ai|d prajat 
Beeakmg in tremdoas aooants Aoaai )ub lip^ 
He gave to Ihem the ofaiid, aad bowed hk head 
Upon his bjreaat with agOAjr. And ao, 
To hear the errand of the fioan of Gk)d, 
He feaifuUy want forth. 
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It WM the niorokig of the seventh day. 
A hush was in the palace, for all eyes 
Had woke before the mom ; and they who drew 
The curtains to let in &e welcome light^ 
Moved in their chambers with mislipper*d feet^ 
And listened breathlessly. And still no stir ! 
The senrants who kept watch without the door 
Sat motionless ; the purple casementrshades 
From the low windows had been rolled away. 
To gire the child air ; and the flickering light 
That, an the night, within the qwdous court, 
Had drawn the watcher's eyes to one ipot only. 
Paled with the sunrise and fled in. 

Andhush'd 
With more than stillness was the room where lay 
The king*s son on his mother's breast His locks 
Sl^t at the lips of Bathsheba unstirred — 
So fearfully, with heart and pulse kept down. 
She watdied his breathless shmiber. The low moan 
That from his lips all night broke fitfully, 
Had silenced with the daybreak ; and a smile — 
Or something tiiat would fain have been a smile— 
Play'd in his parted mouth ; and though his lids 
Hid Dot the blue of his unconscious eyes, 
His senses seemed all peacefully asleep, 
And Bathsheba in silence bless'd the mom — 
That brought back hope to her I But when the king 
Heard n«t the voice of the complaining chiki, 
Kor breath from out the room, nor foot astir^— 
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But morning ther^— so weloomeless and stIlJ— 
He gi-oan'd and turned upon his feoe. The nighti 
Had wasted; and the mornings come; and days 
Crept through the sky, unnumber'd by the king, 
Since the child sicken'd ; and, without the door,' 
ITpon the bare earth prostrate, he had lain— 
listemng only to the moans that brought 
Their inartwulate tidings, and the voice 
Of Bathsheba, whose pity and caress. 
In loving utterance afl broke with teara^ 
Spoke as his heart would speak if he were there, 
And fill'd his prayer with agony. O God I 
^ thy bright mercy-seat the way is for I 
How fail the weak words while the heart keeps on I 
And when the spirit* mournfully, at last, 
Meels at thy throne, how cold, how distantly 
The comforting of friends falls on the ear— 
The anguish they would speak to, gone to Theel 

But suddenly the watchers at the doop 
^ose up, and they who ministered within 
^pt to the threshoM and looked earnestly 
Where the king lay.( And still, while Bathshebi 
^eld the unmovin^'child upon her knees. 
The curtains were It down, and all cau,^ f^ 
^^ gathenng wi/th fearful looks apa^ 
Whispered togetl/er. . — " ^ 

Ay^A^r J ^°^^^iing arose 

^^ l«t ^wdffieux a momerft^ and with vooe 

/ Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Of i^dc, UQoertaia utteranoe, he ask'd, 
^J»ihe child dead ?" They answer'd, " He is dead 
But wh«a they look'd to see him %11 agwn 
UpooL hi3 fece, aad rend himself a^d weep — 
For, while the child was sick, his agony 
Wouki bear no ootrnfiurters, aud they had thought 
His heartstnaga with the tidings must give way- 
Behold I 1^ 6»ee grew calm, ^nd, with his rohe 
Gather'd together like his kingly wont^ 
He silently wc«t in^ 

And Pavid came, 
Robed and anointed, forth, and to the house 
Of God went up to pray. And he return'd, 
And they set bread before hip^; and he ate-^ 
And when they marvell'd, he said, " Where/ore i 
The chUd fg dead, and JghaUgQ to him—^ 
JMhc wiU noi r^rn to f^' 



THU SACRIFICH OP ABRAHAM 

Moxii breaketh in the east Q%e pm-ple clo 
Are putting on their gold and yijdet, 
To look the meeter for the sun'si bright con 
Sleep is upon the waters and thA wind ; 
And nature, from tiie wavy foresVleaf 

m^ I i-.i' 1 Jl 



y Google 



Digitized by Google 



t WILLIS* 

PMi^d ^* Us eottfitent 
Hb spitit wHli a btttef 
*^ Isaac I mjr oi^ son !' 
" Whdre ia tha lamb^ m 
The s^reet^ fiumliar vak 
What would ils nmaic a 
It was tbe last deep str 
His loved, hia beaiitifU, 
And l^ed up his arm^ i 
And lot GM'sangd^ 
Upon his te^ and lii^ep 



m tnst 

It was a aoltiy day of i 
The son poar'd down It 
With qmveiing heaty M 
Hung jr^^ntss^ The 
Stood sUy, and Ae «ti< 

Laying tiieif ttostHln to „ 

And the^ky Ibok'd liki& silver, and it so 
As if the air had fai&«(rd, And the ^Ise 
Of nature had run down, and ceased to ^ 

''Haste thMi !rff «fl^r €fie Syrifefi mo* 
^7 i^be» U Ath$i^''-«4itid, fi'em the J 
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Into hei* bosom— with a mothef 's thouglit— 
As if death had no powef to touch him there? 

The man of Q^od came forth, and led the child 
Unto his mother, and went on his way. 
And he was there— her beautiful — ^her own^ 
Living and smiling on her — ^with his arms 
Folded about her neck, and his warm breath 
Breathing upon her lips, and in her ear 
The mudic of his gentle voice once morel 



jaPHtHAtt*8 DAVOHTEflL* 

She stood before her fkther*s gorgeous tent. 
To listen for h» cohiing. Her loose hair 
Was resting on her sbouldelrs, like a doad 
Floating Itrouod a statue, and the wind. 
Just sWajing her light robe, reveal'd a shape 
Praxiteles might worBhit>. She had clasped 
Her hands upon her bost^Ot a&d had raised 
Her beautiful, dark, Jewish ejes to heaven^ 
Tin the loi^ lashes lay upon her brow. 
Her lip was riightly parted, like the defl 
Of a pomegranate blossom ; and her neck, 
Just ifdiere the cheek was melting to its carve 
With the unearthly beauty sometimes theros 
Was 6h«]ed, as if light Lad £ftUen ofi^ 
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Its anHace was so polishU She wss itillwi|( 
Her light^ quick bcesth, to bear; and the wbite rape 
Scarce moTed upon her bosom, as it sweifd, 
Like nothing but a k>Tely wave of light. 
To meet the ardiing of h^ queen] j neck. 
Her countenance was radiant with love. 
She kx^'d like one to die for itn-A being 
Whose whole existence was the pouring out 
Of rich and deep affections. 

Onward eawe 
The leaden tramp of thouaasids. Clarkm nptss 
Bang sharply on the ear ai intervals ; 
And the low, mingled din of mighty hosts 
Betuming from the battle, pour'd from ^r. 
Like the deep murmur of a restless sea. 
They came, as earthly conquerors always coo»e, 
With blood and splendor, revelry and wo. 
The stately horse treads proudly— he hath trod 
The brow of death, as well IWie chariot-whaela 
Of warriors roll magnificently on — 
Their weight hath orush'd the fallen. Uw^ IS there^- 
Majestic^ lordly man^— inth his sublime 
And elevated brow, and godlike irame; 
Lifting his crest in triun^^^-^r his heel 
Hath trod the dying like ft wine-press down I 

The mi^ty Jephthah led his warri<Mn8 on 

Through Mirpeh's streets. His helm was proudly set 

And his stem lip ourVd slightly, as Upraise 
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Were for the hero's soom. His step was fimv 

But free as India's leopard ; and his mail, 

Whose shekels none in Israel might bear, 

Was like a cedar's tassel on his frame. 

His crest was Judah's kingliest; and the look 

Of his dark lofty eye, and bended brow. 

Might quell the lion. He led on ; but thoughts 

Seem'd gathering roand which troubled him. The reina 

Grew visible upon his swarthy brow, 

And his proud lip was press'd as if with pain. 

He trod less firmly ; and his restless eye 

Glanced forward frequently, as if some ill 

He dared not meet^ were there. His home was near 

And men were thronging, with that strange delist 

They have in human passions, to observe 

The struggle of his feelings with his pride. 

He gazed intently forward. The tall firs 

Before his door were motionless. The leaves 

Of the sweet aloe, and the clustering vines 

Which half conceal'd his threshold, met his eye^ 

Unchanged and beautiful; and one by one. 

The balsam, with its sweet-distilling stems, 

And the Circassian rose, and all the crowd 

Of silent and familiar things, stole up, 

Like the recover'd passages of dreams. 

He strode on rapidly. A moment more, 

And he had reach'd his home ; when lo I there sprang 

One with a bounding footstep, and a brow 

Of light, to meet him. Oh, how beaotifiil \^ 

Her proud eye flashing like a sun-lit gem^> 
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And her hixuriant bairl — ^"twas like the sweep 

Of a dark wing in visions. He stood still. 

As if the sight had withered him. She threw 

Her arms about his neck — he heeded not. 

8be call'd him " Father"— but ne answer'd not 

She stood and gazed upon him. Washewioth? 

There was no anger in that blood-shot eye. 

Had sickness seized him? She uncla^M his helm. 

And laid her white hand gently on his brow, 

And the large veins felt stiff and hard, like cords. 

The touch aroused him. He raised up his hands. 

And spoke the name of Ckxl, in agony. 

She knew that he was stricken, then ; and rush*d 

Ag3un into his arms ; and, with a flood 

Of tears she could not bridle, sobb'd a prayer 

That he would breathe his agony in words. 

He told her — and a momentary flush 

Shot o'er her connt^oance; and then the soul 

Of Jephthah's daughter waken'd; and she stood 

Calmly and nobly up, and said 'twas well — 

And she would die. * ♦ » * » 

The sun had well nigh set 
The fire was on the altar; and the priest 
Of the High Qod was there. A pallid man 
Was stretching out his trembling hands to heaven, 
As if he would have pray'd, but had no words — 
And she who was to die, the calmest one 
In Israel at that hour, stood up alone, 
And waited for the sun to set Her &ce 
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Wa« pale, but very beautiful — ^her lip 
Had a more delicate outline, and the tint 
Was deeper; but her countenance was like 
The mi^esty of angela. 

The sun set — 
And she was dead — but not by violeace. 



ABSAIiOttt^ 



The waters sl^t Night's sUrery veil hung low- 
On Jordan's bosom, and titie eddies ouri'd 
Their glassy rings beneath it, Uke <Jie stiB, 
Unbroken beating of the sleeper's piidae. 
Th^ Ctteds bent down the stream ; the willow leaves 
"Widx a w(t che^ upon the lulling tide, 
Forgot the lifting winds ; and the long steinfl, 
Whose flowers the water, like a gentle nurse. 
Bears on its bosom, quietly gave way. 
And lean'd, in graceful attitudes, to rest 
How strikingly the course of nature teUa, 
By its light heed of human suffering. 
That it was fashion'd for a happier world I 

King David's limbs were weary. He had fled 
From far Jerusalem ; and now he stood, 
With his £unt people, for a litde rest 
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Upon thQ shore of Jordan. The light wmd 
Of mom was stirring, and he bared his brow 
To its refreshing breath ; for he had worn 
The mourner's coyering, and he had not felt 
That he coald see his jieopie until now. 
Thej gathered round him on the fresh green bank, 
And spoke their kindly words ; and, as the sun 
iose up in heaven, he knelt among there. 
And boVd his head upon his hands to pray. 
Oh I when the heart is full — ^when bitter thoughts 
Gome crowding thickly up for utterance, 
And the poor common words of courtesy 
Are such an empty mockery — ^how much 
The bursting heart may pour itself in prayer ! 
He prayed for Israel — and his voice went up 
Stron^y and fervently. He pray'd for those 
Whose love had been his shield — and his deep tones 
Grew tremulous. But^ oh I for Absalom — 
Por his estranged, misguided Absalom — 
The proud, bright being, who had burst away 
In an his princely beauty, to defy 
The heart that cherish'd him — ^for him he pour'd, 
In agony that would not be controlled. 
Strong supplication, and forgave him there, 
Before his God, for his deep sinfulness. 
*♦♦♦♦*♦♦♦ 
The pall was settled. He who slept beneath 
Was straightenM for the grave ; and, as the folds 
Sank to the still proportions, they betray*d 
The m atchl e sa Gfynmietry of Absalom. 
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His }^ was yet uDsliorn, and silken cn^rb 

Were floating round the tassels as they sway'd 

To the admitted air^ s^ glossy now 

As when, in ho^rs of gentle dalliance, bathing 

The snowy fingers pf Judea's dai;ig]bter9. 

His helm was at his feet : his banner, soiVd 

With tnuling throng Jerusalem, was laid, 

Reversed, beside him : and the jeweH'fi bilt, 

Whose diamonds lit the passage of his blade, 

iRested; like mockery, on his coyer'd brow, 

The soldiers of the )dqg trod to and fr^^ 

Clad in the garb of battle ; and their chie^ 

The mighty Joab, stood be^de the bier, 

An4 gazed vnpoa the dark pall steadfastly, 

As if he feared the slamberer might stir. 

A slow step startled him- He grasp'd his b]f^ 

As if a trumpet rmg ] but the bent fon^ 

Of Dayid enter*d, and he ^ye command, 

In a low t»np, to bis few followers, 

An4 lelt him with his dead. The kin^ stood 3tW 

Till the last echp died; then, throwing ofif 

Th^ saekdoth ftom his brow, and kying baol^ 

The pan from the stall features of his child, 

He bow'd his head upon him, and broke fortb 

In the resistless eloquence of wo : 

'< ^Uas t my noble boy I that thou shouldst die 1 
. ({^ou, who wert made so beautifully fair I 
That death should settle in thy glorious eye, 
And leave his stillness in this clustering hfurl 
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How oouM lie mftrk thee for tibe vikmiUmibl 
Mj inroad boy, Jii^om I 

^ Gold is tbj brow, mj aoal a&d I am duU, 
As to my bosom I have tried to press thee ! 

Eow was I woQt to feel my pulses thrill, 
Like a rich harp-string, yearoiog to caress tboe. 

And hear thy sweet ^ my father T &om the^e dumb 
And cold lips, Absalom ! 

' Bat death is on thee. I shall hear the gush 
Of music, and the voices of the young; 

And life will pass me in the mantling blush, 
And the dark tresses to tiie soft winds dung;— 

Bat thou no more, with ihj sweet voioe, shall come 
To meet me, Absalom ! 

''And oh I when I am stricken, and my hearty 
Like a bruised reed, is waiting to be broken, 

How will its love for thee, as I d^art. 
Yearn for thine ear to drink it» last deep token t 

It were so sweety amid death's gathering gloom, 
To see thee, Absalom 1 

"And now, farewell I 'Tis hard to give thee op, 
With death so like a gentle slumber on thee ; — 

And thy dark sin 1 — Oh I I could drink the cup, 
If from this wo its bitterness had won thee. 

May Gbd have caU'd thee, like a wandeier, hom^ 
My lost bojr, Absalom I" 
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He covered up his &ce, and bowed himself 
A moment on his child : then, giving him 
A look of melting tenderness, he clasp*d 
His hands convulsively, as if in prayer ; 
And, as if strength were given him of Gk)d, 
He rose up calmly, and composed the pall 
Firmly and decently — and left him there— 
As if his rest had been a breathing sleep. 



CHRIST'S EirTRANCE INTO JERUSALEH. 

He sat upon the '' ass's foal" and rode 
On to Jerusalem. Beside him walkM, 
Closely and silently, the faithful twelve, 
And on before him went a multitude 
Shouting Hosannas, and with eager hands 
Strewing their garments thickly in his way. 
Th* unbroken foal beneath him gently stepped. 
Tame as its patient dam ; and as the song 
Of " welcome to the Son of David" burst 
Eorth from a thousand children, and the leaves 
Of the waved branches touched its silken ears, 
It tum'd its wild eye for a moment back, 
And then, subdued by an invisible hand, 
Meekly trode onward with its slender feet. 

The dew*s last sparkle from the grass had gone 
As he rode up Mount Olivet The woods 
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Through their oool shadows freshly to the weat^ 

And the light foal, with quick and toiling step, 

And head bent low, kept its unslackea'd way 

TiU its 9oit mane was lifted by the wind 

Sent o'er the mount from Jordan. As he reach'd 

The summit's breezy pitch, the Saviour raised 

His cahn blue eye — ^there stood Jerusalem 1 

Sagerly he bent forward, and beneath 

His mantle's passive folds, a bolder line 

Than the woot slightness of his perfect limbs 

Betray'd the swelling frilness of his heart 

Th^e stood Jerusalem I How fair she look'd — 

The silver sun on all her palaces, 

And her Mr daughters *mid the golden spires 

Tending their terrace flowers, and Kedron's stream 

Lacing the meadows with its silver band, 

And wreathing its mist-mantle on the sky 

With the mom's exhalations. There she stood— 

Jerusalem — the city of his love, 

Chosen from aU the ear Ji ; Jerusalem — 

That knew him not — and had rejected him; 

Jerusalem — for whom he came to die 1 

The shouts redoubled frcnn a thousand lips 

At the fair sight ; the children leap'd and sang 

Louder Hosannas ; the clear air was fill'd 

With odor from the trampled olive-leaves— 

But '^ Jesus wept" The loved disciple saw 

His Master's tears, and closer to his side 

He came with yearning looks, and on his neok 

The Saviour leant with heavenly tenderness, 
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And inoartfd--^'How oft, Jertisalefm 1 WOfuld I 

Have gathei'd you, as gathefeth a hen 

Her brood beneath her wmgsH^ut ye wotM tiotV 

He thought no^ of the death that he E^Knild dtc-^ 

He thought not of the Uioms he knew must pierce 

His foreheadr-K>f the buflbt on the cheek — 

The scourge, the mocking homage, the foul scorn! 

Gkthsemane stood out beneath his eye 

Clear in the morning sun, and t&ere, he knew. 

While they wiK> " could not Watch with him one hour" 

Were sleeping, he should sweat great drops of Mood, 

Praying the " cup might pass."* And Gcrfjjfotha 

otood bare and <ksert by the city wau, 

Aad in its midst^ to his pn^hetic eye, 

Kose the rough ctosBf and its keen agonies 

Were numfoer'd alln^the nails were in his feet-^ 

Th' insulting sponge, was pressing on his lips-^ 

The blood and water gushing from his side — 

The dizzy faintncss swim^iing in his brain-^ 

And, while his own disciples fied in fear; 

A world's deaihragonies^ all mix'd in hi»l 

Ay I— he finrgot a& this. He only saw 

Jerusalem,— the chos'n — ^the kred — the lost ! 

He only felt that for her sake his life 

Was vaii^y giVn, and, in his jntying fcrre, 

The suffefhtgs that woi:dd elothe the Heavens in black, 

Were quite forgotten. Was there ever love, 

In earth or hea^n, equal unto this? 

Digitized by Google 



Wlllill^^S POdMfi. 



BAPTISM OF CHRIST. 

It "W^as a green spot in thef wilderticjtey 
T<mch*d by iStie river Jordan. The d^ phUb 
Never had dropped itA taasfds on thtf mott 
Tufting the leaning bank, nor on the giissi 
Of tibe broad circle stretcMo^ ewetij 
To the straight lardied, had a heavier Ibot 
Than the wild heron's trodden. SoMy iri 
Through a long aisle of* willoWs^ dim and oo6l,- 
Stole the clear waters with fheii' nnffled feet> 
And, hushing as fliey spread into the %ht, 
Ciroled the edges of the pebbled bank 
Slowlyf then rippled through the woods kwxf. 
Hither had come th' Aposde of the w5^ 
Winding the river's coorseL *Twas near tfee flilrfl 
Of eve, and, with a multitude around, 
Who from the cities had come out to hear, 
He stood breast-high amid the running sfrean^ 
Bapti^g as the Spirit gave him power. 
His simple raiment was of camers haii*, 
A leathern girdle close about his loitis, 
His beard unshorn, and for his daify rtif^ 
The locust and wild honey of the wood*-' 
But like the face of Mosea on the i!nount 
Shone his rapt countenance, and in his eye 
Burn*d the mikt fire of love — ^and as he spoke 
The ear lean'd to him, and persuasion »wift 
To (he chaiAM spirit of the listener stole. 
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^lent upon the green and sloping bank 
The people sat^ and whfle the leaves were shook 
With the birds dropping early to their nesta^ 
* And the gray eve came on, within their hearts 

They mused if he were Christ The rippling streaii; 

Still tom'd its silver courses from his breast 

As he divined their thought *' I but baptize/' 

He said, '* with water; but there cometh One, 

The latchet of whose shoes I ma/ not dare 

E*en to unloose. He will baptize with fire 

And with the Holy Ghost" And lo I while yet 

The words were on his lips, he raised his eyes, 

And on the bank stood Jesus. He had kid 

His raiment off, and with his loins alone 

Girt with a mantle, and his perfect limbs, 

In their angelic slightness, meek and bare, 

He waited to go in. But John forbade. 

And hurried to his feet and stayed him there. 

And said, ''Nay, master! I have need of ihin^ 

Not thou of mine r And Jesus, with a smile 

Of heavenly sadness, met his earnest looks. 

And answered, " Suffer it to be so now; 

For thus it doth become me to fulfil 

All righteousness." And, leaning to the stream, 

He took around him the Apostle's arm, 

And drew him gently to the midst The wood 

Was thick with the dim twilight as they came 

Up fit>m the water. With his clasped hands 

Laid on his breast, th* Apostle silently 

Follow*d his Master's steps — when, lo I a light* 
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Bright as the tenfi^ glory of the san, 
Yet lambent as the sc^y barning stars, 
Envelop'd them, and from the heavens away 
Parted the dim blue ether like a veil ; 
And as a voice, fearful exceedingly, 
Broke from the midst, *' Tms is mt much loved Son 
In whom I AM WILL PLEASED," a SDOw-wliite dove. 
Floating upon its wings, descended through ; 
And, shedding a swift music from its plumes^ 
Girded, and flutter*d to the Saviour's breast 



SCENE IN GETHSEHANE. 

Tbk moon was shining yet The Oident's brow 
Set with the moming-star, was not yet dim ; 
And the deep silence which subdues the breath 
like a strong feeling, hung upon the world 
As sleep upon the pulses of a child. 
'Twas the last watch of night. Gethsem&ne, 
With its bathed leaves of silver, seem*d dissolved 
In visible stillness ; and as Jesus' voioe. 
With its bewildering sweetness, met the ear 
Of his disciples, it vibrated on 
liike the first whisper in a silent world. 
They came on slowly. Heaviness oppress'd 
The Saviour's heart, and when the kindnesses 
Of his deep love were pour'd, he felt the need 
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Of near communioh, for his gift of strength 

Was wasted by the pint's weariness.. 

He left them there, and went a little an, 

And in the depth of that hushed siientnesfl^ 

Alone with God, he fell upon his face, 

And as bis heart was broken with the rush 

Of his surpassing agony, and death,. 

Wrung to him from a dying universe, 

Was mightier than the Son of man conld b€Wr, 

He gave his sorrows way — and in the deep 

Prostration of his soul, breathed out the prayer, 

"Father, if it be possible with thee, 

Let this cup pass from me." Oh, how a word. 

Like the forced drop before the fountain breaks, 

StiUeth the press of human agony I 

The Saviour felt its quiet in his soul ; 

And though his strength was weakness, and the Mght 

Which led him on till now was sorely dim. 

He breathed a new submission — ^^ Not my will, 

But thine be done, oh Father!" As he spoke^ 

Voices were heard in heaven, and music stofe 

Out from the chambers of the vaulted sky 

As if the stars were swept like instmments. 

No cloud was visible, but radiant wings 

Were coming with a sihrery rush to earthy 

And as the Saviour rose, a glorious one, 

With an illumined forehead, and the light 

Whose fountain is the mystery of Gk)d, 

Encalm'd within his eye, bow'd down to him 

And nerved him with a -ninistry of strength. 
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Shook off his slumber, and gazed eamesliy 

Up the wide streets along whose paved way 

The silent throng crept slowly. They came on, 

Bearing a body heavily on its bier, 

And by the crowd that in the burning sun, 

Walk'd with forgetful sadness, *twas of one 

Moum'd with uncommon sorrow. The broad gate 

Swimg on its hinges, and the Bomah bent 

His spear-point downwards as the bearers pass'u, 

Bending beneath their burden. Thevtt was one — 

Only one mourner. Close behind the bier, 

Crumpling the pall up in her wither*d hands, 

Followed an aged woman. Her short steps 

Falter'd with weakness, and a broken moan 

Fell from her lips, thickened convulsively 

As her heart bled afresh. The pitying crowd 

Followed apart, but no one spoke to her. 

She had no kinsmen. She had lived alone-^ 

A widow with one son. He was her all — 

The only tie she had in the wide world — 

And he was dead. They could not comfort her. 

Jesus drew near to Nain as from the gate 
The fimeral came fortL His lips were pale 
With the noon's sultry heat The beaded sweat 
Stood thickly on his brow, and on the worn 
And simple latchets of his sandals lay. 
Thick, the white dust of travel He had come 
Since sunrise from Capernaum, staying not 
To wet his lips by green Bethsaida's pool^. 

2 
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Nor wash his feet in Eishon*s sflver springa^ 
Nor turn him soathward upon Tabor's side 
To catch Gilboa*s light and spicy breeze. 
Grenesareth stood cool upon the East^ 
Fast by the Sea of €Wilee, and there 
The weary traveller might bide till eve ; 
And on the alders of Bethulia*s plains 
The grapes of Palestine hung ripe and wild; 
Yet tum*d he not aside, but, gazing on, 
IProm every swelling mount he saw afar, 
Amid the hills, the humble spires of Nain, 
The place of his next errand ; and the path 
Touched not Bethulia, and a league away 
Ujpon the East lay pleasant GtJilee. 

Forth from the city-gate the pitying crowd 
FoUow'd the striken mourner. They came near 
^e place of burial, and, with straining hands. 
Closer upon her breast she -clasped the pall. 
And with a gasping sob, quick as a child's, 
And an inquiring wildness flashing through 
The thin gray lashes of her fever'd eyes. 
She came where Jesus stood beside the way. 
He look'd upon her, and his heart was moved. 
"Weep not!" he said; and as they stay'd the biei^ 
And at his bidding laid it at his feet. 
He gently drew the pall from out her grasp, 
And hiid it back in silence from the dead. 
1^ ith troubled wonder the mute throng drew dear. 
And gazed on his calm looks. A minute's space 
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TH£ HEALIVG OF THE DArGSTm OF JARUt. 

Freshly t^e oool breath of the •oming eT« 
Stole through the lattioe, lod the dying girl 
Felt it apoQ her ibrehead. She had kin 
Since the hot noontide in a breathlen tmiice' 
HfT tiuD-pale fingers cksped withia the hand 
Of the heart-broken Baler, and h«r breasti 
Like the dead marb^ white and Tnotionlew. 
The shadow of a leaf hj on her lips. 
And, as it stirr'd with the ajrakening wind, 
The dark lids lifted fitmi her languid eyes, 
And her slight fingers moved, and heavily 
She tamed upon her pillow. He was there — 
The same loved, tireless watcher, and she look'd 
Into his face until her sight grew dim 
With the fiut-fiJling tears; and, with a sigh 
Of tremulous weakness murmuring his name, 
She gently drew his hand upon her lips, 
And kiss'd it as ^e wept The old man sunk 
Upon his knees, and in the dnqpery 
Of the rich curtains buried up his face ; 
And when the twiUght fell, the silken foWfl 
Stirr'd with his prayer, but the slight hand he held 
Had ceased iu F«Mttr»— wi<i ^« ^"^ ^^^ ^^* 
\^* 
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In the dead, u'.ter sileuce, that a breath 

Game tixrough ker ticwtril^^amd her twaptjss garo 

To his nice touch no pulse — and, at her mouth, 

He held the lightest burl that on her neck 

Lay with a mocking beauty, and his gaze 

Ached Vitb ito deathly stiUness. ♦ * * * ♦ 

41 * « « « « It was night— 
And, softly, o'er the Sea of Galilee, 
Danced the breeze^ridden ripples to the shore, 
TippM with the silver sparides of the moon. 
The breaking waves played low upon ti^ beadl 
Their constant music, but the «ir beside 
Was s^ as starlight, and th^ Salnour's voice, 
In its rich cadences unearthly sweet, 
Seem'd like some just-bom harmony in the air, 
Waked by the power of wisdom. On a rock. 
With the broad moonlight falling on his brow, 
He stood and taught the people. At his feet 
Lay his small scrip, and pilgrim's scaUop-shen, 
And staff— for they had waited by the sea 
Till he came o'er from Gkidarene, and pray'd 
For his wont teachings as he came to land. 
His hair was parted meekly on his brow. 
And the long curls from off his shoulders fell, 
As he lean'd forward earnestly, and still 
The same calm cadence, passionless and deep— 
And in bis looks the same mild majesty — 
And in his mien the sadness mix'd with power- 
Filled them with lore and wonder. Suddenly, 

• -•• • • • • 
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Hosy and kKsaatifal, and from the hitts 
The early risen poor were coming in, 
Duly aOid cheerfoUy to their toil, and up 
Rose the sharp hammer's chnk, and the fiir hum 
Of moving wheels and multitudes astir. 
And all that in a dty murmur swells — 
Unheard but by the watcher's weary ear, 
Aching with night's dull silence, or the sick 
Hailing the welcome light and sounds that chase 
The death-like images of the dafk away» 
** Room for the leper 1" And teide they stobd-^ 
Matron and child, and pitiless manhood — all 
Who met him on his way— and let him pass. 
And onward through the open gate he came, 
A leper with the ashes on his brow. 
Sackcloth about his loins, and on his lip 
A covering, stepping painfiilly and slow, 
And with a difficult utterance, like one 
Whose heart is with an iron nerve put down, 
Crying, "Unclean I Unclean T* 

*Twas now the first, 
Of the Judean autumn, and the leaves, 
Whose shadows lay so still upon his path, 
Had put their beauty forth beneath the eye 
Of Judah's palmiest noble. He was young, 
And eminently beautiful, and life 
Mantled in eloquent fulness on his lip, 
And sparkled in his glance j and in his mien 
There was a gracious pride that every eye 

Digitized by Vji.^U'VlC 



WILLISES POEMS. 23 

f oOoVd with bemsoDS— Mid this was het 
With the soft airs of summer there had oome 
A torpor on his frame, whidi not the Bpotd, 
Of his best barfo, nor mnaie, nor the blast 
Of the bold hontsman's horn, nor aught that 9tisa 
The spirit to its bent, might drive awaj. 
T!:e blood beat not as wcmt within his yeins ; 
Dimness crept o'er his eye ; a drow?y sloth 
Fettered his limbs Uke palsy, and hb mien, 
With aSl its kfftmessy seem'd strack with eld. 
Even his yoioe wm changed-^a laagnid laoaa 
Taking the place <^4he dear sihrer key; 
And brain and sense grew fiiint, as if the light 
And very air were steep'd in slaggisfaness. 
He strove with it awhile, as manhood will^ 
Ever too proud for weakness, till the rein 
Slackened within his gra^, and in its poise 
The arrowy jereed like an aspen shook. 
Bay after day, he lay as if io sleep. 
His skin grew dry and bloodless, and white 8caleS| 
Girded with livid purple, cover'd him. 
And then his nails grew blade, and k^ away 
From tiie dull .flesh about them, and the hues 
I>eepen'd beneath the hard unmoisten'd scales, 
And fhnn their edges grew the rank white hair, 
— And Helon was a leper I 

Bay was breaking, 
When at flie altar of the temple stood 
l*he kely priest of God. The inoense lamp 
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The loatlisome water to his fevet'd lips. 
Praying that he might be so blest — 'to die I 
Footsteps approach'd, and, with no strength w fle^ 
He drew the covering closer on his lip, 
Crying, " Unclean I undean 1" and in the folds 
Of the coarse sackcloth shrouding up his face^ 
He ML upon the earth till they should pass. 
Nearer the Stranger came, and bending o'er 
The leper's prostrate form, pronounced his name- — 
" Helon 1" The voice was like the master-toBe. . 
Of a rich instrument — most strangely sweet ; 
And the dull pulses of disease awoke. 
And for a moment beat beneath the hot 
And leprous scales with a restoring thrilL 
" Helon 1 arise I" and he forgot his curse^ 
And rose and stood before Him. 

Love and awe 
Mingled in the regard of Helon's eye 
As he beheld the Stranger. He was not 
In costly raiment clad, nor on his brow 
The symbol of a princely lineage wore ; 
Ko followers at His back, nor in His hand 
Buckler, or sword, or q)ear, — ^yet in his mien 
Command sat throned serene, and if He .smiled. 
A kingly condescension graced His lips, 
The lion would have crouch'd to in his lair. 
His garb feas simple, and His sandab worn ; ' 
His stature modeU'd with a perfect grace; 
His countenande the impress of a God, 
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His eye wb% blue aad calm, as in the sky 

In the serenest noon ; His hair unshorn 

FeU to bis shoulders ; sad His curling beard 

The fulness of perfected manhood bore. 

He looked oa Helen earnestly awhile, 

As if His heart were moved, and, stooping down, 

He took a little water in His hand 

And laved the sufferer's brow, and said, ^* Be clean I ' 

And V>1 the scales fell from him, and liis blood 

Coursed with ddicious coolness through his veins. 

And his dry palms grew moist, and on his lips 

The dewy softness of an infant's stole. 

His leprosy was cleansed, and he fell down 

Prostrate at Jesus' feet and worshipp'd him. 



DAVID»S ORIEF FOR HIS CHILD. 

TwAS daybreak, and the fingers of the dawn 

Drew the ni^t's curtain, and touch'd silently 

The eyelids of the king. And David woke. 

And robed himself and prayU The inmates, now. 

Of the vast palace were astir, and feet 

Glided abng the tesselated floors 

With a pervading murmur, and the fount 

Whose music had been all the night unheard, 

Play'd as if light had made it audible ; 

And eadi one, waking^ bless'd it unaware. 
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It WM tiie iDoniiDg of the seveiKii day. 
A hush was ia the palace, for all eyes 
Had woke before the mom ; and they who drew 
The curtahB to let in the welcome light. 
Moved in their chambers with vmslipper'd feet^ 
And listened breathlessly. And still no stir I 
The senrants who kept watch without the door 
Sat motionless ; the purple casement-shades 
From the low windows had been rolled away. 
To gire the child air ; and the flickering light 
That, an the night, within the qiacious court, 
Had <kawn the watcher's eyes to one q>ot only, 
Paled with the sunrise and fled in. 

And hush'd 
With more than stillness was the room where lay 
The king's son on his mother's breast Hb locks 
Slept at the lips of Bathsheba unstirred — 
So fearfolly, with heart and pulse kept down, 
She watdied his breathless shmiber. The low moan 
fhat from his l^s all night broke fltfuUy, 
Had silenced with the daybreak ; and a smile — 
Or som^hing that would Mn hare been a smil»«- 
Play'd in his parted mouth ; and though his lids 
Hid not the blue of his unconscious eyes. 
His senses seemed all peacefully asleep, 
And Bathsheba in silence biess'd the mom — 
That brought back hope to her I But when the king 
Heftrd n«t thcToice of the complaining chikl, 
Kor breath from out the room, nor foot astir^-^ 
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But morning there— 40 weloomelem mad i 

He groan'd and torn'd upon bis fi^e. The nighit 

Had wasted ; and the mornings oome ; and dajn 

Crept through the skj, nnnamber^d by the Idog; 

Since the diiid sidcen*d ; and, without the door, 

TJpoa the bare earth prostrate, he had huo— 

Listening only to the moans that brougbi 

Their inartjcolate tidings, and the Toioe 

Of Bathsbeba, whose pity and carets. 

In. Vmng utterance all broke with tean^ 

Spoke as his heart wouM apeak if he were therti 

And fill'd his pnijer with agony. OOodI 

To thy bright mercy-eeat the way is &rf 

How M the weak words while the heart keeps ocl 

And when the ^irit» mournfully, at last, 

Eneds at thy throne, how cold, how distantly 

The comforting of friends &lls on the ear — 

The anguish they would q>eak to, gone to Theel 

But suddenly the watchers at the door 
Boae up, and they who ministered within 
Crept to the thresboM and kx>k*d earnestly 
Where the king ky.' And still, while Bathshebu 
Hdd the unmoying) child upon her knees. 
The curtains were ^et down, and all came forth. 
And, gathering wj^th fearful looks apart, 
Whispered toget^t>e^. 

iip 
^^ jff/ And the king arose 
jLsdtet tiwird, ^^ «^ rnomemt, and with vo e^ 
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If WM • foltiy day of summei 
fU aon powr'd down tipon the 
WiU^ ^veriof lie*^ Md the • 
Bu^ff mo ti u a kw ifc Tile onttie c 
m^MMi «t4lt MMlilie «tided flool 
Kvo^ iMi" misirtli 10 the ood 
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Of GoJasfetf Hn» *^T^ "^ *" *'*'» 
She WdlwbeiDtifai boy, »ai » a wif 
ConunittedliiDi. And he w«k uctcr «. 

SbeTOMl, mi )bs ittk Hiked ^ 
lifted wiAihteiW or*. i»i o'«r th^ i£k 

^ kt te tader gnn. W ^ b« wif . 

1^ in tfae wSdeRm tf !kttc& vri: :r7«« 
Tlm)b% with bat, be set ks bvia 4s«^ 



Btiy'd Dol w^iiin ^ !hidov of :i» t«^ 
Batirifli 1 )ayora iidwtry ¥wt Sorih 
Mjifttwprfapboa, Bs4 Wid 1:9 

ChecriHgtiieirWtar«i,tiDtheTforz^^ 

lathebegn&gcflfflpl^^ - 
?re8eBflyhewiiA«,iidliisi?Te 
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The bright san throwing bade the old man's shade 

In straight and &ir proportions, as of one 

Whose years were freshly numbered. He stood np, 

Tall in his vigorous strength ; and, like a tree 

Rooted in Lebanon, his frame bent not 

His thin white hairs had yielded to the wind, 

And left his brow uncover'd ; and his iaoe^ 

Impressed with the stem m^esty of grief 

Nerved to a solemn duty, now stood forth 

Like a rent rock, submissive, yet subUme. 

But the young boy — he of the laughing eye 

And ruby lip — the pride of life was on him. 

He seem'd to drink the morning. Sun and dew. 

And the aroma of the spicy trees, 

And all that giveth the delicious East 

Its fitness for an Eden, stole like light 

Into his spirit^ ravishing his thoughts 

With, love and beauty. Every thing he met, 

Buoyant or beautiful, the lightest wing 

Of bird or insect, or the palest dye 

Of the fi:esh flowera|, won him firom his path; 

And joyously broke forth his tiny shout, 

As he flung back his silken hair, and sprung 

Away to some green spot or clustering vine. 

To pluck his infant trophies. Every tree 

And fragrant shrub was a new hiding-place ; 

And he would crouch till the old man came by, 

Then bound before him with his childish langh. 

Stealing a look behind him playfully, 

To see if he had made his father smile 
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Tlie son rode on in heaTen. Tbe dew flofe tip '' 
{"rom Uie &eAi danghtcw of the earth, and beH 
Came like a iieep upon the delicate leaves, 
And bent tb^n with the bloeaoma to their dreani 
Still trod the patriardi on, with that Mine tHep^ 
Finn and nn&ltering ; toming not aside 
To seek the olive shades, or lave tiieir lipa 
In the sweet watexs of the Syrian weOs, 
Whose ^osh hath so mudi music. Weariness 
Stole on the ^entie boy, and he forgot 
To toss his sunnj hair fix>m off his biow. 
And epring for the fresh flowers and light wing;t 
As in the earij morning ; but he kept 
Qoae bj his fiither^a side, and bent his head 
Upon his bosom like a drooping bud, 
Lifting it not, save now and then, tc steal 
A look up to the £^0 whose atemness awed 
2£s childishness to silence. 

Itwasnoon — 
And Abraham on Moriah boVd himself, 
And buried up his face, and pray'd for atrensth. 
He could not look upon his son, and pray 
Buty with his hand upon the clustering curls 
Qf the &ir, kneeling boy, he pray'd that Qod 
Would nerve him for that hour. ♦ * * ♦ 

4( 4( « « * He rose up, and Iwd 
The wood upon the altar. All was done. 
He stooH a moment — and a deep^ quick flmh 
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PMi^d^^kiseoiriettenaiioe; ind then be nenred 
HIi sgitit WI& a biMef Etteagth^ tod i^ke^ 
" Isaac 1 mjr odj son !"--^Tfae boy look'd up : 
<< Whdre ia the laa^^ mf lather T^Ob the tobea 
The sweety fiui^iar voice of k loved child !-^ 
What would ils mnaic seem at etMk an hour 1^"*^ 
It was the last deep struggle. Abraham hekl 
His loved, Ida beanitifUfl, his txaiy Soii« 
And l^ied up his army add ealVd ofi God«^ 
And lol Goid*8 abgd i^'d hihi^^HHidh^ Ml 
Upon his fim^ aad itepL 



trn nrrn 



ns ifittUftAttAiilus 



It was a sultry day of summeistime. 

The son poar'd down hpon the ripened grain 

With quiyeiitig hokl^ ABd ike Misp^nded lea«^ 

Huii^ niotloid4»^ The eatde on the h^ 

Stood stall and te ^vided flook wete iA 

Laymg tiieir nostHls to the eodling: tobtd, 

And ihe 6ky Ibok'd likib silver, Mid it seemM 

As if the air had fai&ted, ftnd t^ ^Ise 

Of nature had run down, and ceased to beat 

''Haste th«ei b^4^yt4r ^le 8yriad n^th^f «M} 
''Thy aitb€»iil ithifsl''-«»>^&d, f^em Hid defitfad 
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Of the ood weH itfider tbe leanhig treo. 
She (Mw re&eBfamg tfater, sad with tkodgfalB 
Of Qod's sweet goodness stirring at ber hemi, 
She bless'd her beaatifhl boy, and to his wsy 
Committed him. And he went lightly on, 
With his soft hiitids pressed elosely to the eoot 
Stone vessel, And Ms little naked feet 
lifted with Watt^hl care; aild o*er the hiht, 
And tlKonghlih^ light green hollcyws where Ibft 
Oo for ti[)e lender gtass, he kept his -Wttf, 
W3ihg its distttoee with his simple thongtiM^ 
1^, in the wMeeoeBB of shearee, With browt 
Throbbing with heat^ he set his btn^en dowt. 

(Mdhood ii testiess eiref, and the boy 
Stay'd not Withiifi th6 shadow <^ the tres^ 
But with a joyous ^dtkstt^ went forth 
Ihto the i^aper's places, and bomid up 
His tiny ^eates, and plaited cunningly 
The pliant withs t^t 6f the chining straw^^ 
Cheering theif lalx^ on^ till ^bey fbrgot 
The heat aM W^an&ess of theil" stoopitig tol 
In the beguiling of his playful mirtb 
Presently he was sSent, aUd Ms eye 
Closed as lA^th d^ pjuu, a&d "vHth his hand 
Press'd hard Upoti his fi>r^ielid, and luB b'east 
Heaving Iritis the stippres^on of a cry, 
Vie utter'd a fain* murmur, and fell back 
iJpon the loosened idiea^ insensible. 
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They bore him to his mother, and he lay 
Upon her knees till noon — and then he died t 
She had watch'd every breath, and kept her hand 
Soft on his forehead, and gazed in upon 
The dreamy languor of his listless eye, 
And she had laid back all his sunny curls 
And kiss'd his delicate lip, and lifted him 
Into her bosom, till her heart grew strong— 
His beauty was so unlike death 1 She lean*d 
Over him now, that she might catch the low 
Sweet music of his breath, that she had leam*d 
To love when he was slumbering at her side 
In his unconscious in&ncy — 

"— Sostmi 
'Tis a soft sleep I How beautiful he lies, 
With his fau: forehead, and the rosy veins 
Playing so freshly in his sunny cheek I \ 

How could they say that he would die I Oh Cid I 
I could not lose him ! I have treasured all 
His childhood in my heart, and even now, 
As he has sl^t^ my memory has been there, 
Counting like treasures all his winning ways-^ '} 

His unforgotten sweetness : — . ' 

"—Yet so still I— ,' 

How like this breathless slumber is to death ! , ^' 

I could believe that in that bosom now 
There were no pulse — ^it beats so languidly I 
I cannot see it stir ; but his red lip ! ':[ 

Death would not be so very beautiful! ^^ 

And that half smile — ^would death have left ihat theiv? v 
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w^And should I not have Mt thst he would die? 
And hare I not wept over him ? — and pimy'd 
Moromg and night for him ? and could he die ? 
— No — Qod will keep him 1 He will be my pride 
Many long years to come, and his fair hair 

Will dai^en like his father's^ and his eye 
Be of a deeper blae when he is grown; 
And he will be so tail, and I shall look 
With such a pride upon him ? — Be to die I** 

And the fond mother lifted his soft curls. 

And SDuled, as if 'twere mockery to think 

That such &ir things could perish. — 

— Suddenly 

Her haud shrunk from him, and the color fled 
JProm her fiz'd lip, and her supporting knees 
Were shook beneath her child. Her hand had touch*d 
TTia fordiead, as she dallied with his hair — 
And it was cold — like clay I Slow, very stow, 
Came the misgiving that her child was dead. 
She sat a moment^ and her eyes were dosed 
In a dumb prayer for strength, and then she took 
His Utde hand and press'd it earnestly — 
A^nd put her lip to his — and look'd again 
FearfiiHy on him — ^and, then bending low, 
She whi^>er*d in his ear, "My son I — my sonT 
And as the edio died, and not a sound 
Broke on the stillness, and he lay there still — 
Motionless on her knee — the truth would come 
And with a sharp, quick cry, as if her heart 
Ware crush'd, Mie lifted hun and held him close 
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Into hei* bosom— with a naothef *s thoug!it — 
As if death had no power to touch him there! 

The man of &od came forth, and led the child 
Unto his mother, and went on his way. 
And he was there— her beautiful — ^her own^ 
Living and smiling on her — ^with his arms 
Folded about her neck, and his warm breath 
Breathing upon her lips, and in her ear 
The mu^c of his gentle voice once morel 



JfilPHtHA««d DAVOfitlBllt. 

She stood before her fkther's gorgeous teh^ 
To listen for his cohiiug. Her loose hair 
Was resting (m her shouldets, like a obud 
Floating around a statue, and the wind. 
Just swaying her light robe, reveal'd a shape 
Praxiteles might worshit). Site had dasp'd 
Her hands upon her bosimi, and had raised 
Her beautiful, dark, Jewish eyes to heaven^ 
nn the long la^es lay upon her l:»*ow. 
Her lip was slightly parted, like the olefl 
Of a pomegranate blossom; and her neck, 
Just where the cheek was melting to its corre 
With the unearthly beauty sometimes tbero, 
Was 6hiided, as if lighthad &Uen eff. 
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Its anrfitte was bo pdishU &» was MiDuif 

Her lights quick bieath, to hear; and the white lOPe 

Scarce moTed tipoa her bosooi, as it awelTd, 

Like nothing bat a loTely wave of lights 

To meet the ardung of her qaeenl j neck. 

Her countenanee was radiant with love. 

She look'd like one to die for i|r*-ft betng 

Whose whole exist^ice was the pouring oui 

Of rich and deep aflSicdons. 

Onward eame 
^e leaden tramp of thooaands. Clarion notia 
Bang aharply on the ear ai intervals ; 
^ the bw, mingled din of mighty hosta 

i^etoming firom the battle, ponr'd from Sur, 

like the de^ murmur of a restless sea. 

They came, as earthly conquerors always oome, 

With Wood and splendor, revelry and wo. 

The statdy horse treads proudly — he hath trod 

The brow of death, as well Th/^ chariot-wbeela 

Of warriors roll magnificently obh— 

Their weight hath crush'd the fallen. Jtfiw is there— 

Miyestic, lordly man — ^with his sublime 

And elevated brow, and godlike frame ; 

Lifting his crest in triun^h^^r his bed 

Hath trod ih% dpng like a wine-press downl 

The mi^ty Jephthah led his warri<»8 on 

Through Mizpeh's streets. His helm was proudly seW 

And his stern lip ciffra slightly, aa U" praise 

4* 
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Were for tlie hero's scorn. His step was firm^ 

But free as India's leopard ; and his mail, 

Whose shekels none in Israel might bear, 

Was like a cedar's tassel on his frame. 

His crest was Judah's kingliest; and the look 

or his dark lofty eye, and bended brow, 

Might quell the lion. He led on ; but thoughts 

Seem'd gathering ronnd which tronbled him. The reins 

Grew visible upon his swarthy brow, 

And his proud lip was press'd as if with pain. 

He trod less firmly ; and his restless eye 

Glanced forward frequently, as if some ill 

He dared not meet, were there. His home was near 

And men were thronging, with that strange delight 

They have in human passions, to observe 

The struggle of his feelings with his pride. 

He gazed intently forward. The tall firs 

Before his door were motionless. The leaves 

or the sweet aloe, and the clustering vines 

Which half conceal'd his threshold, met his eye. 

Unchanged and beautiful; and one by one. 

The balsam, with its sweet-distiUing stems, 

And the Circassian rose, and all the crowd 

Of ffllent and familiar things, stole up, 

Like the recover'd passages of dreams. 

He strode on rapidly. A moment more, 

And he had reach'd his home ; when lo 1 there sprang 

One with a bounding footstep, and a brow 

Of light, to meet him. Oh, how beautiful !— 

Her proud eye flashing like a sun-lit gem^* 
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And her luxuriant hair 1 — ^'twas fike the swaep 

Of a daric wing in visions. He stood still. 

As if the sig^t had withered him. She threw 

Her anns about his neck — he heeded not 

She called him "^ Father''— but ne answer'd not 

She stood and gazed upon him. Was he wtoihT 

^ere was no anger in that blood-shot eye. 

Had sickness seized him? She unclaflp*d his bdm. 

And laid b^ white hand gently on his brow. 

And the large reins felt stiff and hard, like corda 

The touch arooaed him. He raised up his hands^ 

And qwke the name of God, in agony. 

She koew that be was stridden, then; and rush'd 

A^^ into his arms; and, with a flood 

Of tears she could not bridle, sobb*d a prayer 

That he wouM breathe his agony in words. 

He told her — and a mom^itary flush 

Shot o*er her countenance; and then the soul 

^ Jephthah's daughter waken'd; and she stood 

^'"^y and nobly up, and said 'twas well — 

And she would die. * ♦ ♦ » » 

The sun had well nigh set 
The fire was on the altar; and the priest 
Of the High God was there. A pallid roan 
Was stretehing out his trembling hands to beayen, 
As if he would have pray*d, but had no words — 
And she who was to die, the calmest one 
In Israel at that hour, stood up alone. 
And waited for the sun to set. Her lace 
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Waa pale, but very beautiful — ^her lip 
Had a more delicate outline, and the tint 
Was deeper ; but ber countenance was like 
The majesty of angels. 

The sun set — 
And she was dead— but not by violence. 



ABSALOM. 



Thb wat«« slept Night's silvery veil hung low 

On Jordan's bosom, and t^e eddies curi'd 

Their glassy rings beneath it, Uks Um stifl, 

Unbroken beating of the sleeper's pidse. 

The rteds b^t down the stream ; the wiOov leaves 

"With a 8(^ cheek upon the lulling tide. 

Forgot the lifting winds ; and the long ateam^ 

Whose flowers the water, like a gentle nurse. 

Bears on its bosom, quietiy gave way. 

And lean'd, in graceful attitudes, to rest. 

How sfcrikiogly the course of nature te^s, 

By its light heed of human suffering, 

That it was fashion'd for a haj^ier worid I 

King David's limbs were weary. He had fled 
From far Jerusalem ; and now he stood, 
With his £unt people^ for a littU rest 
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Upon ^ shore of Jordan. The light wind 
Of mom was stirring and he bared his brow 
To its freshing breath ; for he had worn 
The moomer^s oovaring^ and he had not felt 
That he could see his (leople until now. 
Tb^ gathered round him on the fVesh green bank, 
And qx>ke their kindly words ; and, as the sun 
iose up in heaven, he kndt among there, 
And boVd his head upon his hands to pray. 
Oh\ when the heart is full^when bitter thoughts 
Come crowding thickly up for utterance, 
And the poor coomion words of courtesy 
Are such an empty mockery — how much 
The bursting heart may pour itself in prayer 1 
He pray'd for Israel — and his voice went up 
Strongly and fervently. He pra/d for those 
Whose love had been his shield — and his deep tones 
Grew tremulous. But^ oh I for Absalom — 
For his estranged, misguided Absalom — 
The proud, bright being, who had burst away 
In all his princely beauty, to defy 
The heart that cherish'd him — ^for him he pour'd, 
In agony that would not be controlled, 
Strong supplication, and forgave him there, 
Before his Qod, for his deep sinfulness. 

The pall was settled. He who slept beneath 
Was straightenM for the grave; and, as the folds 
Sunk to the still proportions, they betrayed 
The matchless symmetry of Absalom. 
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Bis 1^ was yet imsliori), and silken cijirU 

Were floating rouoci the tassels as they swaj*d 

To the A4nait|;e4 ^; ^ glossy now 

As when, in hours of gentle di^liance, bathing 

The snowy ^gers pf Judea's daingibter^. 

His helm was at his feet : his banner, soil'd 

With trailing throng Jerusalem, was laid, 

Beversed, beside him : ^nd the jewell'fi hijt, 

Whose diamonds lit the passage of his bMe, 

BesiM^ like mookery, on his corer'd broi^. 

The soldiers of the Jdpg trod to and frc^ 

Clad in the garb P<f battle ; and their chie^ 

The mighty Joab, stood beside the bier, 

An4 gazed vKpoa the dark pall steadfastly, 

As if he feared the slnmbere): might stir. 

A slow step stortled him* He grasp'd his bl^d^ 

As if a tj*umpet rang ; but the bent form 

Of Diiyid entered, and he ^ye command, 

In a low tpn^, to his few followers, 

An4 lelt him Fith his (}ead. The kin^ s^ood pi^ 

Till the last echp die^f then, throwing off 

Th^ i^^kcioth Irom his brow, and laying \mo^ 

The pall from the still features of his child, 

He bow'd his head upon him, and broke foriU 

In the reastless eloquence of wo : 

"yUas J roy noble boy I that thou shouldst di^I 
, (phou, who wert made so beautifuDy fair I 
That death sbould settle in thy gbrious eye. 
And leave his stiUne^ in ^ai» clustering hfir I 
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flow oodd he m«rk thee for tbe vHeotUiabl 
My proud boy, Absalom! 

^Cold is thy brow, my soni and I am cbiU, 
As to my bosom I have tried to press thee I 

Eow was I woDt to feel my pulses thrill, 
Like a rich harp-string, yeamiog to caress tbee, 

And hear thy sweet ' myfaiherr from these dumb 
And cold lips, Absalom 1 

* Bat death is on thee. I shall hear the gush 

Of music, and the voices of the young; 
And life will pass me in the mantling blush, 

And the dark tresses to the soft winds dung;— 
But thou no more, with thy sweet voice, shaU come 
To meet me, Absalom ! 

^ And ohl when I am stricken, and my heart, 
Like a bruised reed, is waiting to be broken, 

How will its love for thee, as I depart. 
Yearn for thine ear to drink it» last deep token I 

It were so sweety amid death's gathering gloom, 
To see thee, Absalom 1 

"And now, farewell ! *Tia hard to give thee up. 
With death so like a gentle slumber on thee ;- 

And thy dark sin I — Oh I I could drink the cup, 
If from this wo its bitterness had won thee. 

Kay Gkxl have cali'd thee, like a wanderer, hom^ 
My lost boy, Absalom T' 
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He covered up his &oe, and bowed himself 
A moment on his child : then, giving him 
A look of melting tenderness, he clasp'd 
His hands convulsively, as if in prayer ; 
And, as if strength were given him of (Jod, 
He rose up calmly, and composed the pall 
Pinnly and decently — and left him there— ^ 
As if his rest had been a breathing sleep. 



CHRIST'S EITTRAUCE INTO JERUSALEIM. 

He sat upon the " ass's foal" and rode 
On to Jerusalem. Beside him walked, 
Closely and silently, the faithful twelve, 
And on before him went a multitude 
Shouting Hosannas, and with eager hands 
Strewing their garments thickly in his way. 
Th' unbroken foal beneath him gently stepp'd, 
Tame as its patient dam ; and as the song 
Of " welcome to the Son of David" burst 
Perth from a thousand children, and the leaves 
Of the waved branches touch'd its silken ears, 
It tum*d its wild eye for a moment back, 
And then, subdued by an invisible hand, 
Meekly trode onward with its slender feet. 

The dew's last sparkle from the grass had gone 
As he rode up Mount Olivet The wooda 
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Through their oool ahadowB freshly to the weil| 
And the light foal, with quidc and toiling step^ 
And head bent low, kept its unalackea^d w«j 
Till its 90^ mane was lifted by the wind 
Sent o'er the mount from Jordan. As he readk*d 
The sammit's breezy pitch, the Saviour raised 
His calm blue eye — ^there stood Jerusalem 1 
Slagerly he bent forward, and beneath 
His mantle's passive fdds, a bolder line 
Tloan the wont sUghtness of his perfect limbs 
Betray'd the swelling fulness of his heart 
There stood Jerosalem I How fair she look*d— 
The silver son on all her palaces^ 
And her fiiir daughters 'mid the golden spires 
Tendiog their terrace flowers, and Kedron's stream 
Ladng the meadows with its silver band, 
And wreathing its mist-mantle on the sky 
With the mom's exhalaticms. There she stood— 
Jerusalem — the city <^his love, 
Chosen from all the ear Ji ; Jerusalem — 
That knew him not — and had rejected him; 
Jerusalem — ^for whom he came to die I 
The shouts redoubled fr<Hn a thousand lips 
At the fair sight ; the children leap'd and sang 
Louder Hosannas ; the clear air was fill'd 
With odor from the trampled olive-leaves-— 
But "Jesus wept" The loved disciple saw 
His Master's tears, and closer to his side 
He came with yearning looks, and on his nedc 
The Saviour leant with heavenly tenderness, 
5 
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And moarti^d-*>'How oft, Jerasalefm I wmild 1 

Haye gathe/d you, its gftthefeth a hen 

Her brood beneath her wings— but ye Would not!' 

He thought not of the death that he ediould dk>^ 

He thought not of the thorns he knew must pierce 

His foreheadr-<rf the buflfet o» the <^eek— 

The scourge, the mocking homage, the foul scorn I 

G^thsemane stood out beneath his eye 

Clear in the morning sun, and t^ere, he knew, 

While they who " could not watch with him one hont* 

Were sleeping, he should sweat great drops of Mootl, 

Praying the ^^ cup might pass.'^ And Gol;<otli& 

lotood bare and desert by the dty wan, 

And in its midst^ to his prophet eye, 

Kose the rough crosB^ and its keen agonies 

Were numfoer'd all>— -the sails were in his feet— 

Th' insulting sponge- was jessing on his lips-^ 

The blood and water gushing from his side— 

The dizzy ^intness swim' ling in his brain— 

And, while his oWa disciples fied in fear, 

A world's deaihr^agonies all mix'd in hiat 

Ay I — ^he forgot all this. He only saw 

Jerusalem,— the dios'n — ^the loved— 4he lost I 

He only felt that for her sake his lifo 

Was vaii^y giVn, and, in his pitying love. 

The suffeiii^ that wodd dotke the Heavens in black, 

Were quite forgotten. Was there ever love, 

In eactih at heafren, equal unt& this? 
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BAPTISM OF CHRIST. 

It was ft green spot in tho wfldei^tie^ 
Toach'd Ij the river Jordan. The d*i4t fiskb 
Never had dropped its taasds on th^ taom 
Tuiting the leaning bai^ nor on the gnm 
Of tiie broad circle stretefaii^ ereiily 
To the straight lardies, had a heavier foot 
Than t^he wHd heron's trodden. Softlj in 
Through along aisle ot Tfillows, dim and oo6l,* 
Stole tiie clear waters with their muffled feet^ 
And, hashing as they spread into ihe light. 
Circled the edges of the pebbled bank 
Slowly, then rippled tibrongfa the wood^ awajr. 
Hidier had come th' Apostte of the wild, 
Wmding the river's conrseC *Twas liear the flifeil 
Of eve, and, with a multitude around. 
Who from the cities had come out to hear, 
He stood breast-high Amid the running sti^eam^ 
Baptizing as the Spiiit gave him power. 
His simple raiment was of camel's bail*, 
A leathern girdle close about his lOitts, 
His beard unshorn, and for his daily mfe*(! 
The locust and wild honey 6f the wood*-*- 
But like the &ce of Moses on the i!nount 
^one his rapt countenance, and in his eyd 
Buni'd the mikJ fire of love— and as he spoke 
The ear lean'd to him, and persuasion swift 
To the chaiil'd Spirit of the listener stole. 
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Silent upon the green and sloping bank 
The people sat^ and while the leaves were shook 
With the birds dropping eaiij to their nests^ 
* And the gray eve came on, within their hearts 

They mused if he were Christ The rippling strean; 

Still turn'd its silver courses from his breast 

As he divined their thought '^ I but baptize " 

He said, " with water ; but there cometh One, 

The latchet of whose shoes I ma/ not dare 

E'en to unloose. He will baptize with fire 

And with the Holy Ghost" Audio I while yet 

The words were on his lips, he raised his eyes, 

And on the bank stood Jesus. He had laid 

His raiment off, and with his loins alone 

GHrt with a mantle, and his perfect limbs, 

In their angelic slightness, meek and bare, 

He waited to go in. But John forbade, 

And hurried to his feet and stayed him there. 

And said, "Nay, master I I have need of thine^ 

Not thou of mine f* And Jesus, with a smile 

Of heavenly sadness, met his earnest looks. 

And answered, " Suffer it to be so now; 

For thus it doth become me to fulfil 

All righteousness." And, leaning to the stream^ 

He took around him the Apostle's arm, 

And drew him gently to the midst The wood 

Was thick with the dim twilight as they came 

Up fiY>m the water. With his clasped hands 

Laid on his breast, th' Apostle silently 

Follow*d his Master's steps — ^when, lo ! a ligh^ 
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Bright as the Uaa&M giorj of the boo, 
Yet lambent as the softly bnrniog stars, 
Eaydop*d them, and from the heavens awaj 
Parted the dim bhie ether like a toI; 
And as a voice, fearful exceedingly, 
Bioke from the midst, '' This is mt mtoh lovkd Sos 
Lr whom I AM WILL PLEASED," ft snow-wliite dove. 
Floating upon its wings, descended through ; 
And, shedding a swift music from its plume^ 
Oiicled, and fluttered to the Savioux^s breast 



SCENE IN GETHSEHAHS. 

jFkx moon was shining yet The Orient's brow 
Set with the mommg-star, was not yet dim ; 
And the deep silence which subdues the breath 
like a strong feeling, hung upon the world 
As sleep upon the pulses of a child. 
'Twas the last watch of night. Qethse'mane, 
With its bathed leaves of silver, seem'd dissolved 
In visible stillness ; and as Jesus' voice, 
With its bewildering sweetness^ met the ear 
Of his disciples, it vibrated on 
Like the first whisper in a silent world. 
They came on slowly. Heaviness oppressed 
The Saviour's heart, and when the kindnesses 
Of his deep love were pour'd, he felt the need 
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\ 
Of near communion, for his gilt of strength 

Was wasted 1:^ the pint's weariness. 

He left them there, and went a little on, 

And in the depth of that hush'd silentnesi^ 

Alone with God, he fell upon his face. 

And as bis heart was broken with the m^ 

Of his surpassing agony, and death. 

Wrung to him from a dying universe, 

Was mightier than the Son of man could be», 

He gave his sorrows way — and in the deep 

Prostration of his soul, breathed out the prayer, 

" Father, if it be possible with thee, 

Let this cup pass from me." Oh, how a word, 

Like the forced drop before the fountain breaks^ 

Stilleth the press of human agony I 

The Saviour felt its quiet in his soul ; 

And though his strength was weakness, and the Kght 

Which led him on till now was sorely dim. 

He breathed a new submission-—" Not my wiU, 

But thine be done, oh Father I" As he spok^ 

Voices were heard in heaven, and music stoie 

Out from the chambers of the vaulted sky 

As if the stars were swept like instmments. 

No cloud was visible, but radiant wings 

Were coming with a silvery rush to earthy 

And as the Saviour rose, a glorious one. 

With an illumined forehead, and the light 

Whose fountain is the mystery of Gk)d, 

Encakn*d within his eye, bow'd down to him 

And nerved him with a lUTidstry of strengtik. 
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It was eid^ffe-'Misd tdth fais gofflce brow 
Re-writle& of hk Fisher's messeDger, 
With meekness, Irhofle dmintj is more 
Than power and glory, he retom'U again 
To his disciples, and awaked their sleep, 
For "he that should betray hun was aC hand.** 



THB WtDOW OF HAIK. 

Thi fioinan sentinel stood heWd and tftll 
■Beside the gate of Kain. The btrsy tread 
Of comers to the city mart was done, # 
For it was almost noon, and a dead heat 
Qoiver'd upon the iine and sleeping dosl^ 

And the cold snake crept panting frctm tibe WAll, 
And bask'd his scaly cirdes in the dim. 
ZJpon his epettc the soldier lean'd, and k^t 

His idle watch, and, as his drofwsy dream 

Was broken by the solitary foot 

Of some pk)or mendicant, he raised his head 

To curse him for a tributary Jew, 

And slumberoudy dozed on. 

*Twas now high noon. 
The daH, low murmur of a funeral 
Went through the city— the sad sound of ffeet 
Unmix'd -mth voices — and the seiitinel 
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Shook off his slumber, and gazed eamesUy 
Up the wide streets along whose paved way 
The silent throng crept slowly. They came on, 
Bearing a body heavily on its bier, 
And by the crowd that in the burning sun, 
Walk'd with forgetful sadness, 'twas of one 
Moum'd with uncommon sorrow. The broad gate 
Swung on its hinges, and the Komah bent 
His spear-point downwards as the bearers pass'u. 
Bending beneath their burden. Thert? was one- 
Only one mourner. Close behind the bier, 
Crumpling the pall up in her withered hands, 
Followed an aged woman. Her short steps 
Falter'd with weakness, and a broken moan 
Fell from her lips, thicken'd convulsively 
As her heart bled afresh. The pitying crowd 
Followed apart, but no one spoke to her. 
She had no kinsmen. She had lived alone— 
A widow with one son. He was her all — 
The only tie she had in the wide world — 
And he was dead. They could not comfort her. 

Jesus drew near to Nain as from the gate 
The funeral came forth. His lips were pale 
With the noon's sultry heat The beaded sweat 
Stood thickly on his brow, and on the worn 
And simple latchets of his sandals lay. 
Thick, the white dust of travel He had come 
Since sonrise from Capernaum, staying not 
To wet his lips by green Bethsaida's pool,. 

2 
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Nor wash his feet in Kishon's sOrer qMingB^ 
Nor turn him southward upon Tabor's side 
To catch GOboa's light and spicy breeze. 
Genesareth stood cool upon the East^ 
Fast by the Sea of Clalilee, and there 
The weary traveller might bide till eve; 
And on the alders of Bethulia*s plains 
The grapes of Palestine hung ripe and wild; 
Yet tnm*d he not aside, but, gazing on, 
Yrom every swelling mount he saw afar, 
Amid the Lilla, the humble spires of Nain, 
The place of iiis next errand ; and the path 
Touch'd not Bethulia, and a league away 
l^jpon the East lay pleasant Ghlilee. 

Forth fh)m the city-gate the pitying crowd 
Follow'd the striken mourner. They came near 
!Pie place of burial, and, with straining hands, 
Closer upon her breast sheclasp'd the pall. 
And with a gasping sob, quick as a child's, 
And an inquiring wildness flashing through 
The thin gray lashes of her fever'd eyes. 
She came where Jesus stood beside the way. 
He look'd upon her, and bis heart was moved. 
"Weep not I" he said; and as they stay'd the biei. 
And at his biddmg laid it at his feet, 
He gently drew the pall from out her grasp, 
And laid it back in silence from the dead. 
'^ ith troubled wonder the mute throng drew dear, 
^^^ gazed on his calm looks. A minute's space 
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He stood and pray'd^ Then, taloDg the cold Jbaod, 
He s&id, ^^ Arise!" And instantly the breas^ 
Heaved in its cerements, and a sudden flqah 
Ran through the lines of the divided lips, 
And with a muramr of his mother's name. 
He trembled and sat upright in his shroud. 
And, while the mourner hung i^>on his neol^ 
Jesus wi^nt calmly on his way to Hain, 



HAGAR IH THE WILDERKBSS, 

Thb morning bnoke. Light stde upon the tiLonds 
With a strange beauty. Earth received again 
Its garments of a thousand dyes; and leaver 
And delicate blossoms, and the painted flowera^ 
And every thing that bendeth to the dew, 
And ^tirreth with the daylight, lilted up 
Its beauty to the breath of that sweet morn. 

AU things are dark to sorrow ; and the hgh^ 
And loveliness, and fragrant air were sad 
To the dejfeoted Hagar. The moist earth 
Was pouring odors from its spicy pores, 
And the young birds were singing as if bfe 
Were a new thing to them ; but music caaM» 
Upon her ear like discord, and she feh 
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I%st pang of the itfireaaoDabie hearty 
Thst^ bleedizig amid things it lored ao weO, 
Would have some sign of sadnese as thej {mmb. 
She stood at Abraham's tent Her lips vere fM-oss'd 
Tin the blood started ; and the wandering veins 
Of her transparent forehead were swelled out, 
4sjfher pride would burst them. Her dark ejre 
Was clear and tearless, and the light of heav^ 
Which mi^e its language legible, shot back, 
From her long lassies, as it had been flame. 
Her noble boy stood by her, with his hand 
Clasp'd In her own, and his round, delicate feet, 
Scarce tram'd to balance on the tented floor, 
SandfiR^d for journeying. He had look'd up 
Into his mother's face until he caught 
The spirit there, and his youiig heart was swelling 
Beneath his dimpled boscxn, and his form 
Straighten'd up proudly in his tiny wrath. 
As if his li^t proportions would have swell'd> 
Had they but match'd his i^)irit, to the man. 

Why bends the patriarch as he Cometh nofW 
Upon his staff so wea^rily ? His beard 
Is low upon his breast, and his high brow 
80 written with the converse of his God, 
Beareth the swollen vein of agony. 
His lip is quivering, and his wonted step 
Of vigor is not there ; and though the mom 
Is passing fair and beautiful, he breathes 
Its fr^ihoegs as it were a pestil^we. 
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He gave to her the water and the bread, 
But spoke no word, and trusted not himself 
To look upon her face, but laid his hand 
In silent blessing on the fair-hair'd boy, 
And left her to her lot of loneliness. 

Should Hagar weep ? May slighted woman torn, 
And, as a vine the oak has shaken off. 
Bend lightly to her leaning trust again ? 
O no I by all her loveliness — ^by aU 
That makes life poetry and beauty, no t 
Make her a slave ; steal from her rosy cheek 
By needless jealousies ; let the last star 
Leave her a watcher by your couch of pain ; 
Wrong her by petulance, suspicion, all 
That makes her cup a bitterness — yet give 
One evidence of love, and earth has not 
An emblem of devotedness like hers. 
But oh I estrange her once — ^it boots not how — 
By wrong or silence — any thing that tells 
A change has come upon your tenderness, — j. 

And there is not a feeling out of heaven 
Her pride o'ennastereth not. 

She went her way with a strong step and slow— 
Her press'd lip arch'd, and her clear eye undimm'd, 
As if it were a diamond, and her form 
Borne proudly up, as if her heart breathed thrcNigh. 
Her child kept on in silence, though she press*d 
His hand till it was pain'd ; for he had read^ 
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The dark look of his mother, and the seed 
Of a stem natioa had been breathed upoo. 

The morniiig pass*d, and Asians son rode op 
In the dear heaven, and everj beam was heat 
The cattle of the hills were in the ahad^ 
And the bright plumage of the Orient lay 
On beating boeoms in h^ ^cy trees. 
It was an hour of rest I but Hagar found 
No shelter in the wilderness, and on 
She kept her weary way, until the boy 
Hong down his h^ and q[>en*d his parch*d hps 
For water; but she could not give it him. 
She laid hun down beneath the sultry sky, — 
Fork was better than the close, hot breath 
Of the thick pines, — and tried to comfort him; 
Bat he was sore athirst^ and his blue eyes 
Were dim and blood-shot, and he could not know 
Why God denied him water in the wild. 
%e sat a little longer, and he grew 
Ghastly and faint, as if he would have died. 
It was too much for her. She lifted him. 
And bore him further on, and laid his head 
Beneath the shadow of a desert shrub ; 
And, shrouding up her &ce, she went away. 
And sat to watch, where he could see her no^ 
N he should die; and, watching him, she mourned 

"God stay thee in thine agony, my boy I 
I cannot see thee die ; I cannot brook 
Upon thy brow to look, 
6 
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A.nd see death settle on my cradle joy. 
How have I drunk the li^t of thy blue eye ! 
And could I see thee die ? 

** I did not dream of this when thou wast strayuig. 
Like an unbound gazelle, among the flowers ; 

Or wiling the soft hours, 
By the rich gush of water-sources playing, 
Then sinking weary to thy smiling sleep, 

So beautiful and deep. 

"Oh no I and when I watch'd by thee the while, 
And saw thy bright Up curling in thy drean^ 

And thought of the dark stream 
In my own land of Egypt, the far Nile, 
How pray*d I that my father's land might be 

An heritage for thee I 

And now the grave for its cold breast hath won thee 
And thy white, delicate limbs the earth will press ; 

And oh I my last caress 
Must feel thee cold, for a chill hand is on thee. 
How can I leave my boy, so pillowed there 

Upon his clustering hair 1" 

She stood beside the well her Gk)d had given 
To gush in that deep wilderness, and bathed 
The forehead of her child until he laugh'd 
•In his reviving haj^iness, and lisp*d 
His infant thought of gladness at the aght 
Of the cool plashing of his mpther's hand. 
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RIZPAH WITH HBR 80H8, 

(THI DAT BSroBK TUSY WBBK BAKOBD OX OIUUUL) 

"Beead for my mother I'' said the voice of one 
Darkening the door of Rizpah. She looked up— 
Andlol the princely countenaoce and mien 
Of dark-brow'd ArmonL The eye of Saul— 
The very voice and presence of the king — 
Limb, port, and majesty, — ^were present there, 
Mock'd like an apparition in her son. 
Yet, as he stoop'd his forehead to her hand 
With a land smile, a something of his mother 
TJnbeDt the haughty arching of his lip, 
Andj through the darkness of the widow's heart 
Trembled a nerve of tenderness that shook 
Her thought of pride all suddenly to tears. 

"Whence comest thou?" said Rizpah. 

" From the house 
Of David. In his gate there stood a soldier— 
Tids in his band. I pluck'd it, and I said, 
'-4. king's son takes it for his hungry vnotherP 
God stay the famine I'* 

♦ ♦•♦♦♦ ^g |j^ spoke, a step, 
Light as an antelope's, the threshold press'd, 
-Ajid like a beam of light into the room 
Bnter'd Mephibosheth. What bird of heaven 
Or creature of the wild — what flower of earth-^- 
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Was like this fairest of the sons of Saul I i 

The yiolefs cup was harsh to his blue eye. 1 

Less agile was the fierce barb's fiery step. \ 

His voice drew hearts to him. His smile was like j 
The incarnation of some blessed dream — 
Its joyousness so sunn'd the gazer's eye I 
Fair were his locks. His snowy teeth divided 
A bow of Love, drawn with a scarlet thread. 
His cheek was like the moist heart of the rose; 
And, but for nostrils of that bieathing fire 
That turns the lion back, and limbs as lithe 
As is the velvet muscle of the pard, 
Mephibosheth had been too fair for man. 

As if he were a vision that would fade, 
Bizpah gazed on him. Never, to her eye, 
Grew his bright form familiar ; but, like stars, 
That seem'd each night new lit in a new heaven, 
He was each mom's sweet gift to her. She loved 
Her firstborn, as a mother loves her child, 
Tenderly, fondly. But for him— the last— 
What had she done for heaven to be his mother! 
Her heart rose in her throat to hear his voice ; 
She look'd at him forever through her tears; 
Her utterance, when she spoke to him, sank dowiv 
As if the lightest thought of him had lain 
In an unfathom'd cavern of her souL 
The morning light was part of him, to her — 
What broke the day for, but to show his boantyl 
Tbo hoars but measured time till he should 
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Too tardy nng the bird when he was gone; 
She would have shut the flowers — and calTd the star 
3&ck to the mountain-top — and bade the sun 
Pause at ere's golden door — to wait for him I 
"Was this a heart gone wild ?— or is the lore 
Of mothers like a madness ? Such as this 
Is many a poor one in her hnmUe home^ 
Who sOently and sweetly sits abne, 
Pouring her life all out upon her child. 
ViThat cares she that he does not feel how close 
Her heart beats after his — that all unseen 
Are the fond thoughts that follow him by day. 
And watch his sleep like angels? And^ when mored 
By some sore needed Providence, he stops 
la bis wild path and lifts a thought to heaven, 
What cares the mother that he does not see 
The Imk between the blessing and her prayer I 

He who once wept with Mary — angels keeping 
Their unthankM watch — are a foreshadowing 
Of what love is in heaven. We may believe . 
That we shall know each other's forms hereafter^ 
And, in the bright fields of the better land, 
Call the lost dead to us. Oh conscious heart ! 
That in the lone paths of this shadowy world 
Hast bless'd all light, however dimly shining, 
That broke upon the darkness of thy way — 
Number thy lamps of love, and tell me, now. 
How many canst thou re-light at the stars 
And blush not at their burning ? One— one only— 
6* 
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Lit wbile your pulses by one heart kept time, 
And fed with faithful fondness to your grave — 
(Tho' sometimes with a hand stretched back from heaTen) 
Steadfast thro' all things — ^near, when most forgot — 
And with its finger of unerring truth 
Pointing the lost way in thy darkest hour — 
One lamp-^-<^y moihef^s hve — amid the stars 
Shall lift its pure flame changeless, and, before 
The throne of Gkxi, bum through eternity — 
Holy — as it was lit and lent thee here. 

The hand in salutation gently raised 
To the bow'd forehead of the princely boy, 
Linger'd amid his locks. " I sold," he said, 
" My Lybian barb for but a cake of meal — 
Lo I this — my mother ! As I pass'd the street^ 
I hid it in my mantle, for there stand 
Famishing mothers, with their starving babes^ 
At every threshold ; and wild, desperate men 
Prowl, with the eyes of tigers, up and down, 
Watching to rob those who, from house to house^ 
Beg for the dying. Fear not thou, my mother 1 
Thy sons will be Elijah's ravens to thee I" 

[UNFUIISBXD.] 






LAZARUS AND MARY. 

Jesus was there but yesterday. The prints 
Of his dq>arting feet wero at the door; 
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ms'' Peace be with jFoar wisjeCi 
In the rapt porch of Maiy't chumed ear; 
And, in the Vow roomfl^ *twi8 at if the aii; 
Huab!d with hb going forth, had beea the breath 
Of angels left on watch — so oooaciom atifl 
Tbe place seem'd of his presence I Yet^ withio. 
The fknuly bjr Jesus loved were weeing; 
For Lazarus hi^ dead. 

Andlfarysat 
By ihe pale stealer. He was joong to &. 
Tbe eoantenance whereon the Saviour dwelt 
"Wi^ his benignant smfle — the soft &ir lines 
* Breatliiiig of hope— were still all eloqaen^ 
Like life wt^ mock'd in marUe. That the voioe^ 
Gone from those pallid lipa^ was heard m heaven. 
Toned with unearthly sweetness— that the light, 
Quench*d in the dosing of those stirless Uds, 
Was veiling before Qod its timid fire, 
Kew-lity and bnghtening like a star at eve— 
That Lazarus^ her brother, was in bliss, 
If ot with this cold day sleeping — ^Mary knew. 
Her heaviness of heart was not for him I 
But dose had been the tie by Death divided. 
The intertwining locks of that bright hair 
That wiped the feet of Jesus — the fiur hands 
Oasp'd in her breathless wonder while he taugni— 
Scarce to <me pulse thrill*d more in unison, 
Than with one soul this sister and her brother 
Had locked their lives together. In this lo/C 

Digitized by Google 



08 WILLIS'S POEHS. 

HaUoVd from stun, the woman's heart of Mary 
Was, with its rich affections, all bound up. 
Of an unblemished beauty, as became 
An office by archangels filFd till now. 
She walk'd with a celestial halo clad ; 
And whOe, to the Apostles' eyes, it seem'd 
She but fulfiird her errand out of heaven — 
Sharing her low roof with the Son of God- 
She was a woman, fond and mortal stiU; 
And the deep fervor, lost to passion's fire, 
Breathed through the sister's tenderness. In vaio 
%new Mary, gazing on that &ce of clay. 
That it was not her brother. He was there- 
Swathed in that linen vesture for the grave— 
The same loved one in all his comeliness — 
And with him to the grave her heart must go. 
What though he talk'd of her to angels ? nay— - 
Hover'd in spirit near her? — 'twas that arm, 
Palsied in death, whose fond caress she knew I 
It was that lip of marble with whose kiss. 
Morning and eve, love hemm'd the sweet day in. 
This was the form by the Judean maids 
Prused for its palm-like stature, as he walk'd 
With her by Kedron in the eventide — 
The dead was Lazarus !♦♦*♦♦ 
The burial was over, and the night 
Fell upon Bethany — and mom — and noon. 
And comforters and mourners went their way— 
But death sta/d on I They had been oft alone, 
When Lazarus had foUow'd Christ to hear 
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His teacbmgs in Jerasalem ; bat this 
Was more than solitode. The sflenoe now 
Was void of expectation. Something felt 
Always before, and loved without a name,-^ 
Joj from the air, hope from the opening door, 
Weicome and life from off the very walls, — 
Seem'd gone— and in the duunber where he laj 
There was a fearfol and unbreathing hush, 
Stiller than night's last hoar. So fell on Marj 
Tbe shadows all have known, whose bleeding hearts 
Seem'd the torn gate thro' which the loved, departed. 
Broke from this world away. The parting sool 
Spreads wing betwixt the mourner and the skj I 
As if its path lay, from the tie last broken. 
Strait through the cheering gateway of the son; 
And, to the eye strain'd after, 'tis a ck>nd 
Tluit bars the light from all things. 

Now as Christ 
Drew near to Bethany, the Jews went forth 
With Martha, mourning Lazarus. But Mary 
Sat in the house. She knew the hour was nigh 
When He would go again, as He had said, 
Unto His Father ; and she had felt that He, 
Who loved her brother Lazarus in life, 
Had diose the hour to bring him home thro' Death 
In no unkind forgetfulness. Alone- 
She could lift up the bitter prayer to heaven, 
"Thy win be done, Gk)d !"— but that dear brother 
Had fiU'd the cup and broke the bread for Christ; 
And ever, at the mom, when she had knelt 
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And wash*d tlMse holy feet, came Lazarus 
To bind his sandals on, and follow forth 
With dropped eyes, like an angel, sad and fair- 
Intent upon the Master's need alone. 
Indissdubly link'd were they I And now, 
To go to meet him — ^Lazarus not there — 
And to his greeting answer " It is welll" 
And, without tears, (since grief would weigh on Him 
Whose soul was over^sorrowful,) to kneel 
And minister alone— her heart gave way { 
She cover'd up her face and tum'd again 
To wait within for Jesus. But once more 
Catoe Martha, saying, " Lo 1 the Lord is here 
And caHeth for thee, Mary I" Then arose 
The mourner from the ground, whereon she sate 
Shrouded in sackcloth, and bound quickly up 
The golden locks of her dishevelled hair. 
And o*er her ashy garments drew a veil 
Hiding the eyes she could not trust And stiB, 
As she made ready to go forth, a calm 
As in a dream fell on her. 

At a fount 
Hard by the sepulchre, without the wail, 
Jesus awaited Mary. Seated near 
Were the way-worn disciples in the shade; 
But, of himself forgetful, Jesus lean*d 
Upon his staff, and watch'd where she should come 
To whose one sorrow — ^but a sparrow's felling — 
The pity that redeemed a world could bleed I 
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And as she came, with that tmeertain step, — 

Eager, yet weak, — her hands upon her breast^ — 

And they who foUow'd her aU fkllen back 

To leave her with her sacred grief alone,— 

The heart of Christ was trouUed. She drew near, 

And the disciples rose np from the fount, 

AfoFed by her look of wo, and gathered round; 

And Marjr — ^for a moment— ere she look'd 

Upon the Saviour, i^y*d her fiiltering feet,— - 

And sttM^tenM her veil*d form, and tighter cbew 

Her daap npon the folds across her breast; 

Then, with a vain stnfe to control her tears, 

She staggered to their midst, and at His feet 

fell prostrate, saying, " Lord 1 hadst thou been here, 

% brother had not died I" The Saviour groan*d 

In ^t^ and stooped tenderly, and raised 

The monmer from the ground, and in a voice^ 

Broke in its utterance like her own, He said, 

** Where have ye laid him ?" Then the Jews who came^ 

following Mary, answer*d through their tears, 

^lord I come and see I" But lo I the mighty heart 

5^t in Gethsemane sweat drops of blood. 

Taking for us the cup that might not pass — 

^e heart whose breaking cord upon the cross 

Hade the earth tremble, and the sun afraid 

To look upon his agony — the heart 

Of a lost world's Redeemer — overflowed, 

^fouch'd by a mourner's sorrow I Jesus wept 

Galm'd by those pitying tears, and fondly brooding 
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His childhood had been passed ; and hare the life 

E'en Christ must leam to loive, to be "like us," 

Had been most sweet to him. But not where life 

So gently beautiful is known— oh, not 

Where Nature with her calm rebuke is heard — 

Could the Great Wrong be done I in Mammon's mart— 

The crowded city,' where, the small, still voice 

Is, like the leaf's low whisper, overborne — 

Where the dark shadow, which before us falls 

When we are turning from the light away, 

Seems at another's feet and not our own — 

Where, 'mid the multitude's bewildering shout, 

Anguish may moan unheedly and even 

Lama sahacthani go up unheard — 

There, only, could the Son of Gkni be slain I 

And when to his disciples Jesus said 

"Behold, we go up to Jerusalem,'* 

Then turned His path from peaceful Galilee ; 

Thence — to the scourge, the buffet^ and the scorn, 

Gethsemane's last conflict., and the Cross — 

The meek first step to Calvary was there I 

And Christ passed over Jordan, to the coast 

Of populous Judea; and there came 

Multitudes to Him, listening as He taught, 

And wondering at His miracles ; for lo ! 

His calm word healed all acknesses ; the blind 

Rose up and gazed upon the luminous brow 

Whose glory had shone through their darkened lids; 

The dumb spoke ; and the l^per became clean ; 
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And devils were cast out which had defied 
The word of His disciples. With new awe, 
Touched with compassionating love, looked these 
Upon ihexc Master now ; for, near at hand, 
They felt the shadow of His coming hour. 
And though His iace shone, with the strength new given 
By the celestial sacrament of Hght 
Upon the Momit administered, they still 
Trembled, as men, for One who, as a man. 
Must pass through death — death of such agony 
As for a world's transgresaons might atone — 
Whose bitter cup even the Son of Gk)d 
Must shrink ^m, with a prayer that it might pass! 

CSirist bad told o*er His sorrows, to the end. 
They knew what must be&ll. In silence sad. 
Listened the Twelve, while jeered the Pharisee, 
And tempted Him the Scribe — ^for so must He 
To His last victory come ; but eager still, 
Looked they where they might minister to Him, 
Or, watchfully, from that dark path of woe, 
Piack out the needless thorn. 

The eventide 
Pound Him among his questioners — ^the same ; 
Patient and meek as in the morning hour — 
And while the Scribes, with His mild answers foiled^ 
Sat by and reasoned in their hearts, behold 
There was a stir in the close multitude. 
And voices pleaded to come nigh ; and, straight, 
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The crowd divided, and a mother came, 

Holding her babe before her, and on Christ 

Fixing her moist eyes steadfastly. He turned. 

Benignant^ as she tremblingly came near; 

And the sad earnestness His face had worn 

While He disputed with the crafty scribes, 

Was touched with the foreshadowing of a smile. 

And, lo I another, and another still. 

Led by this sweet encouragement to come, 

Pressed where the first had made -her trusting way j 

And soon, a fair young company they stood — 

A band, who (by a lamp of love, new lit. 

And fed by oil of tenderness from Heaven — 

By recognition, instinct as the eye 

To know, *mid clouds, the twinkle of a star — 

By mother's love) knew what must holiest b^ 

And where to bring their children to be blest. 

And as Christ looked upon them, where they stood. 

And each would lay her in&nt in His arms. 

To see it there, and know that He had borne 

Her burden on His bosom, there rose up 

Some of the Twelve ; and, mindful of the nighty 

And of the trials of the weary day. 

They came between, and bade them to depart^ 

And trouble not the Master. Then did Christy 

Reproving His disciples, caU again 

The mothers they had turned from Him away ; 

And, leaning gently tow'rd them as they came. 

Tenderly took the babes unto His arms, 

And laid His hand upon their foreheads ffur. 
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And blest them, saying: Suffer them to come; 
For, in my Father's kingdom, such are they. 
Whoso is humble as a little child, 
The same is greatest in the courts of heaven. 
Spotless is infancy, we fondly feel 
Aogels in heaven are like it, He hath said. 
Mothers have dreamed the smile upon the lips 
Of slumbering babes to be the memory 
Of a bright worid they come from; and that, here^ 
*Mid the temptations of this fallen star, 
They bide the trial for a loftier sphere — 
Ever progressing. Fearfully, if so. 
Give we, to childhood, guidance for high heaven! 
Bu^ be this lofty vision as it may, 
Christ hlest ihemj Here, And, oh I if in the hour 
Of his first steps to Calvary, and 'mid 
The tempters, who. He knew, had thus begun 
The wrongs that were to lead Him to the cross; 
If here, *mid weariness and gathering woe. 
The heart of Christ turned meltingly to them, 
And, for a harsh word to these little ones, 
Though uttered but with sheltering care for Him, 
He spoke rebukingly to those He loved — 
If babes thus pure and priceless were to Christ- 
Holy, indeed, the trust to whom they're given I 

SaO&ED are TH£T t 
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CHRIST'S MOTHKR. 
moiroHTt UPOK thb pbobablx daily BBniPROcrrm op dvtt ^kv 

rBNl>RBNR88 BrrWKRir OHBI8T AMD HIB MOTHBB, IN THB SATIOIIB'I 
JHILDIIOOD— BVOOESTBD BT THK KBADXMO OF THAT EXqUISXTB KA.KRA* 
riTB, TUB BBOOND CUAPTBB OP LUKB. 

The bo J was sad, yet fair. 
The marvels of his birth were strange to hear, 
And, to regard his gentle &ce and speak 
Some fond word of him to his youthful mother 
Seemed kindness to the humble Nazarenes 
Who stopped at Mary's door; but thoughtfully. 
She listen*d to their praises of the child — 
So less ihan aU she knew — and let her heart 
Look with its answer up to Qod. And day ■ 

Followed on day, hke any childhood's passing ; 
And silently sat Mary at her wheel, 
And watched the boy Messiah as she spun ; 
And — as a human child, unto his mother 
" Subject" the while — ^he did her low-voiced bidding^ 
Or gently came to lean upon her knee 
And asked her of the thoughts that in him stirred I 
Dimly as yet, or with affection sweet. 
Tell murmuring of his weariness ; and there, 
All tearful-hearted, as a human mother 
Unutterably fond, while touch'd with awe- 
She paused, or with a tremulous hand spun on. 
The blessing that her lips instindwe gave^ 
Asked of Him with an instant thought again. 
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And when they '' went up to Jerusalem, 
After the custom of the feast^" and there 
<<Fuimied the days," and back to Nazareth 
Went a day's journey, and sought Jesus there, 
• Maoug their kinsfolk who had gone before, 
And found him not — the mother's heart of Mary 
Well knew, that wheresoever strayed the child, 
He could not go by angels imattended ; 
But, {here/ore^ tmu her iendeme$8 unirottbled f No. 
Though in her memory lay Qubriers words, 
Brought her on wings at Qod's own throne unfolded; 
Though in rapt speech, Anna the prophetess 
Had named him the Bedeemer, newly born-^ 
And Simeon, forbidden to see death 
TUl he had seen the Christ, had taken Him 
Into his arms, and prayed that he might now 
Depart in peace — ^though of the song they sang, 
(That host^ who, while the glory of the Lord 
Bhone round about, told of his birth by night 
Unto the shepherds as they watched,) she knew 
The burden was a work yet unfulfilled — 
To Him the Saviour given, and yet, to do.- 
Still -was the child she loved gone from her now, 
And Mary " sought mM bobbowino." 

And who 
" Kept all his sayings in her heart " but Mary ? 
It was not with unnatural brightness beaming 

From tlie fair forehead of the boy, nor yet 

By revelations from his infimt lips 
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Too won&rous to deny, that J'esus first 
Gave out the dawn of the Messiah mora 
Breaking within his soul. WUh wisdom ofify 
Beached by {he chiles simplicity — so oft 
Truer than sage's fore— and outward pressed • 

By the divinity half conscious now, 
He argued in the Temple, and amazed 
The elders, seated in their midst — but none 
In these first teachings saw the Son of Gt)d, 
And he went back to Nazareth — ^a child- 
Unsought by the disputing- priests again, 
And his strange words forgotten hut by Mary^ 
Who "kept them in her heart." 

Oh, not alone 
In his pure teachings and in Calvary's woe, 
Lay the blest errand of the Saviour here. 
His walk through life's dark pathway blessed yet cooro^ 
Distant from God so infinitely far 
Was human weakness, till He came to bear. 
With us, our weaknesses awhile, that fear 
Had heard Jehovah's voice, in thunder only, 
And worshipped tuembling. Heaven is nearer na^c'^ 
At God's right hand sits One who was a chUd^ 
Born as the hu-mblest, and who here abode 
TiD »f our sorrows he had suflfered alL 
They who now weep, remember that h<^ wept. 
The tempted, Ihe despised, the son'ow^ng, feel 
That Jesus, too, drank of these cups of woe. 
And oh, if of our joys he tasted less — 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WILLIAMS POSlfS. St 

If all but one passed from his lips awaj— 
That one — ^a mothbb*8 lovb — by his partaking 
Is Wee a ihread ofheanei^ gpun through our hfi. 
And we, in the untiring watoh, the tears, 
The tenderness and fond trust of a mother, 
May feel a heavenly closeness unto €k>d^- 
For such, all human in its blest excess. 
Was Mast's love fob Jebu& 



HAHNAH AND SAMUEL; 

COirSBCBATION OF A CHILD. TO ODD. 
(Book of SMii«eL*) 

Bat dawned, and Hannah look'd upon her boy. 
She had arisen while the morning star 
Shone through the parted curtain of the tent, 
And wak*d the &ir young sleeper; and, onoe more 
— ^That fondest of a mother's tasks to be 
Her blessed happmess but this once more — 
Had wash'd the slight limbs of her perfect child, 
And, combing the soft ringlets that her vow 
Would keep unshorn till death, had strained him dose 
In his unblemish'd beauty to her breast; 
And now she girded thei;ew vestments on, 
Which, to his frolic infency, were strange ; 
Smoothing the knots of the uneven threads, 

* The description of the Tubemacle at Shiloh, and ;>e [wrttciilif 
^ the consecration of Sanmel, are as oollated ft-om the sacud writen 
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And half caressing him as to his form 

Of symmetry she shaped each spotless fold \ 

Smiling her sweet assurances the while. 

In answer to his lisp oi wondering words ; 

Until, as rose the sun, her fitir boy stood 

Brave in his new apparel at her knee — 

Only the little feet as yet left bare 

That pressed their rosy dimples to the ground. 

This, and no more, of mother's tasks to do ! 

But, as she stoop'd to bind the sandals on — 

Her &ce a moment hidden from her child. 

And the o'erburdened eyelids giving way 

With the lost balance of the cup too full — 

The tears rain*d on her hands I Of three sweet years 

Lone tending of the oflspring asVd of Gk)d — 

Ofi&pring, as if her heart's pulse, brought to lighU- 

Had proved to be an angel, hidden there 

To take her bitterest reproach away — 

This was the last fond office I 

Brightly shone 
The sun upon the Tabernacle now ; 
And, from the holy altar in the midst 
Rose the white smoke into the cloudless air, 
While the wayfarers with their bullocks slain, 
Gather'd from tents without They had come np 
From Ramah, a day's journey, to the courts 
Of Shiloh — ^Elkanah and all his house — 
To pay unto the Lobd their yeariy vows. 
The incense, the bumlrofferings, oil and wine : 
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And Haith AH, wbo^ in answer to ^ pr^er 
Here uttered, when her barrennefls she moiini*d| 
Had borne unto her husband '* a man child *'— 
Thus n imbered among women well-beloy*d— 
And who had tarried till the infant boy, 
Wean'd from her breast and nurtured by her care, 
CSould from his mother's hands be let to goy 
Had come, in the fdlfillment of her tow, 
To consecrate her first-bom unto Gk>d. 
It was the hour of prayer. And £u came 
Porib where the Tabernacle's vail, of bhie^ 
Purple and scarlet^ hung beneath the sky. 
With books of silver on its brasen posts^ 
Qbrdlng the altar in. The cleansing priests 
Xaid the slain bullocks on the burning coab; 
The wine and oil were brought; and ^Hces rare 
Were swung in golden censers, to and fro, 
While blood was sprinkled on the hallow'd ground. 
And tow'rd the ark — (hdding the Aaron's rod, 
The golden pot of manna, and the Book 
Of Moses' law — ^that Ark of many vails ; 
Its tea of fine-twin'd linen loop'd with gold. 
Its ten of goats'-hair with the loops of brassy 
Its guarding leather of the hide of beasts. 
Its rams'-skins scarlet-dyed, and, round them all, 
The niany-colored vail of outer work) — 
Toward this Ark, made fearful by the cloud 
That floated high betwixt the cherubim, 
Wliose wings, miraculously still, reveal'd 
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The plac» where dwdt the preeenoe of the Lor(*i 
Turu'd Su with his prayer. 

The blessing sought 
Uprose the High Priest in his sacred robe ; 
And took the boj, who, by his mother's hand, 
Was led b^ore the altar ; and, -witli oil 
From out the brazen layer and with Uood 
From the burnt-offering, he anointed there 
The tiny fingers of the chosen child— 
The fingers that should trim the sacred lampe^ 
And lay the show-bread on the golden stands^ 
And in the temple minister with oil — 
Thus hallowing for God those in&nt hands I 
But lot as o*er his beautiful young head 
The *^ Ihien ephod '* sacredly was thrown — 
The garment in whose spotless folds there lay 
The symbol of his service for the Lobd— 
The Holt Spibit enter'd to the child i 
As Eli*s blessing died upon the Hp, 
Lo 1 with the uplifted hands, the child at prayer I 
'Twas to be told, that such are heard in Sscwetu, 
*Twas to be written in the Holy Book, 
And read by mothers till the world should end, 
That^ on the day when consecrated first^ 
An Infant ^ wobshipp'd Gk>D 1" 

And Hannah look'd 
On her lov'd child, as, in his prayer, he knelt^ 
AooEPTED or THE LoBD, The morrow^s sun 
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Would see her on her jonmej to the home 
Which his bright playiiihiess would light no moi«— 
T&e silken curls, so dear to her awaking, 
Misa*d from the pressure of her cheek at moni-^ 
His tinj footfall listened for in Tain — 
His voice, his laugh, his murmur, silent afl. 
And for her lord — who loVd her, before ev*n 
Her womanhood's reproach had passed away, 
But who, in happier days, she knew so well, 
lioy'd more to see the mother of his boy^ 
Her lonely chamber would be silent now! 
Childless in Eamah she would once more be. 
"But, moum'd the mother ? 



Of the joy of one 
Whose son can thus be " lent unto the Lord—" 
Joy in His strength, who thus, in Samusl, 
Prodaioi'd, by miracle, the child His garb — 
Of joy for mothers^ while the world should last — 
Sang Hannah, then, the Heaven-inspir*d first song— 

And Revelation took those mother's words ; 

And by their hymning, now divinely writ, 

In Holy Scripture, as with pen of fire— 

An anthem for eternity — ^wb know 

That jot is for the child that's ''i«9VT to GodT 
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A BIBLE-STORY FOR MOTHERS. ^ 

'TwAS sunset in the land where Eden was— • 
Haran, the fertile in the times of old. 
And now the flocks, from £u'-off field and hill, 
Home followed to the fold at Laban's well; 
And, when for them the stone was rolled away, 
They drank, and Jacob numbered them. For suck 
As of its Ufe had well fiilfilled a day, 
The sunset seemed the giving of it joy — 
Joy for the homdd cattle with their calves , 
Joy for the goats with kids, the sheep with lambs; 
Joy for the birds, that tilted on their nests. 
Singing till twilight should enfold their young; 
And, from the lowly hut beyond the well, 
Bose the sweet laughter of the shepherd's babe; 
And Zilpah*s son, and Billah's, on the clean 
Smooth floor between the household's circling tents 
Play'd with the children of the unloved Leah. 

Bluty in the shadow of the tallest palm. 

There stood a tent^ apart Th' untrampled grass 

Told of no frolic feet tamiliar there ; 

And silence reigned within its guarded room ; 

And, by the half-drawn curtun c^ .the door, - • 

Sat one who felt her life too sorrowful 

To let the greeting of the sunset in. 

For, on the herds that watered at l^e well^ 

And on the children that played joyous by, 
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And on the flowers^ and birda^ and laden treet^ 
£ach lacking naught of life that was its own — 
low could ^%e look and feel she was of them — 

Rachsl— tlie ckUdleuf "^ "^ '^ ■ 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ Twas Another ere ; 

And other summers had on Haran smiled— 

An eve of golden glory, that^ Again, 

Pound Jacob with his flocks at Laban*s weU. 

And now — uncovered, as at prayer — ^he stood. 

And look'd where glowed the Bethel of his dream; 

For, in the glory of that western sky, 

He saw again the ladder rise to HeaveD, 

And the ascending and descending troop 

^iiat ministered to him who stood above — 

The place none other than the house of Qod — 

^IFhere, where he poured the oil upon the stone, 

As he came East from Canaan. And, as wont, 

In the devoutness of that evening hour, 

He recognized the covenant fulfilled : 

for he had food, and raiment to put on—* 

His cattle and his flocks in peace were there— 

A Qod stiU with him, who increased his store, 

And kept him in the way that he should go, 

And who the holy promise would fulfill, 

Dearest to Jacob in that stranger land, 

To bring him to his father's house once more. 

Thus prayed he, with the setting of the sun. 

But, oh ! there was another gift from God, 

And fiir more precious, though unnamed with these 
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Whose joy had waited not the snnset's glow 
To kmdle it to prayer, but whose fond fire 
Burned a thanksgiving incense all the day—- 
She whom he loved had home io him a child. 

And, to the tent that stood beneadi the palm-- 
The tent apart, that was so shut and lone — 
The glory of the evening entered now ; 
The silken cord drawn eagerly and far, 
That the sun's greeting should be all let in— 
The rosy record of a day fulfilled 
Being the mirror of a mother's joy — 
For, on the floor, rejoicing in its light, 
Lay the boy babe of Rachel. She, of all 
The daughters of the land most fair to s e e ■« 
Most loved, and so most needing to bestow 
A jewel fix>m her heart on him she loved — 
She who of women was reproached to be 
Barren thougn beautiful — ^and thus nnblest 
Refusing to be comforted — behold I 
Ood had remembered her I 

mother loved— 
Ton who have taken to your breast the child 
New-given from your beauty unto him 
Whose soul is mingled in its life, the link 
Of an immortal spirit welded now 
Betwixt you twain forever, read you here 
How in the Scripture is your story writ I 
The sands of gold, fi'om nature's running brook. 
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Were singled tnilj in the c^den time. 
That which was holiest in our daily life, 
Was, in inspired wordfl^ all wondrooidy 
First written — ^as the stars are set to bum — 
Small though they seem, of an undying brigbtnesa 
Jacob's for Badiel was a human love — 
A heart won by the beauty of a maid 
Met^ with her flocks, beside her fioher's wdL 
How beantiM was Latao's daughter there^ 
'Tis written ; and, how tenderly he loved, 
Is of bis Metime made the golden thread; 
And, of her sorrow that she bare no child| 
And of the taking that reproach away, 
*T» lessoned for the workl to learn by heart- 
iS^weet as a song — " Gk>D heabkensd ukto ueb." 
And oh, the bliss of Bachel in her child — 
Its hallowed fountain was twice Scripture-told ! 
Look thou, oh mother, how again 'twas writ— 
The story of thy babe as told in Hea^^en— 
**AxD God bkmembkbkd hsb." 
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THOUGHTS WHILE MAKIITG THE GRAVE OF A 
KEW-BOKN CHILD. 

Boom, gentle flowers ! my child would pass to heaTenl 
Ye look'd not for her yet with your soft eyes^ 

watchful ushers at Death's narrow docnrl 
But lol while you delay to let her forth, 
Angels, beyond, stay for her I One long kiss 
From lips all pale with agony, and tears. 
Wrung after anguish had dried up with fire 
The eyes that wept them, were the cup oi life 
Held as a welcome to her. Weep I oh motherl 
But not that from this cup of bitterness 

A cherub of the sky has tum'd away. 

One look upon thy fece ere thou depart! 
My daughter I It is soon to let thee go I 
My daughter I With thy birth has gush'd a spnng 

1 knew not of— filling my heart with tears. 
And turning with strange tenderness to thee — 
A love— oh God I it seems so— that must flow 
Far as thou fleest, and *twixt heaven and me, 
Henceforward, be a bright and yearning chain 
Drawing me after thee I And so, farewell ! 

Tis a harsh worid, in which affection knows 

No place to treasure up its loved and lost 

But the foul grave I Thou, who so late wast sleeping 
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Warm in tbe dose fold <^ « mother^s bent. 
Scarce from her breast a single poise reoetTiog 
But it was seDt thee with some tender tbooght^ 
How caa I leave thee— A«re/ Alas for maal 
Tbe herb in its humility may fall 
And waste into the bright and genial air, 
WbUe we— by hands that minister'd in lifo 
Nothing but love to us — are thrust away^ 
!I9ie earth flung in iqmn our just cold bosoms^ 
And the warm sunshine trodden out forever 1 

Xet have I chosen for thy grave, my child, 
A bank where I have lain in summer hours, 
And thought how little it would seem like death 
To deep amid such loveliness. The brook, 
Tripping with laughter down the rocky steps 
Tbat lead up to thy bed, would still trip on, 
^^^^Baking the dread hush of the mourners gone ; 
^ birds are never silent that build here, 
^^^rying to sing down the more vocal waters, 
^e slope is beautiful with moss and flowen^ 
And &r below, seen under arching leaves, 
CHitters the vrarm sun on the village ^ire, 
l^wnting the living after thee. And this 
Seems Kke a oomiort; and, I'eplacing now 
The flowers tiiat have made room for thee, I go 
To whi^r the same peace to her who liee— 
&bb*d of her chad and lonely. 'Tis the work 
Of many a daxk hour, and of many a prayer, 
To bring the heart back from an infant gone. 
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Hope must give o'er, and busy fiuicy blot 
The images from all the silent rooms, 
And every sight and sound familiar to her 
Undo its sweetest link — ^and so at last 
The fountain— that, once struck, must flow forever- 
Will hide and waste in alence. When the smile 
Steals to her paUid lip again, and spring 
Wakens the buds above thee, we will come, 
And, standing by thy music-haunted grave. 
Look on each other cheerfully, and say : — 
A child that we have loved lias gone to heaven, 
And by this gate of flawera she pasa'd away I 



ON THE DKPARTURB OF REV. MR, WHITE 

mOX ins PARISH, WHUf CBOSIGN PBBStDXNT OF WABASH COLLIQS> 

Leave us not, man of prayer I Like Paul, hast thou 
" Served Gk)d with all humility of mind," 
Dwelling among us, and " with many tears," 
"From house to house," "by night and day not ceasing," 
Hast pleaded thy blest errand. Leave us not I 
Leave us not now I The Sabbath-bell, so long 

with thy voice — the prelude to thy prayer— 
11 to us from heaven to come with thee 
le house of Qod, and from thy lips, 
vhat had M*n upon thy heart— will sound 

Digitized by VjOUVIVC 



I^»dy and mmaxMDf when thoa iri gone I 
Oar prajen are in tl^ word»-Hmr hope in Chiiat 
Warm'd on thy lips--oiir dukling thoqgbts of Qod 
FoQow'd thy loved call opirard-^and so knit 
la all our worship with those outqireAd^ h«ftds^ 
And the Imj^ortng Toice, whidi, well we kneW| 
Rankin the ear of Jesus — that^ with thee, 
^ angel's ladder seems ranoved &om sight| 
Ana we astra j in darkless I — Leaye ns not ! 
LeaTe not the dead 1 They have lain cahnlj do' 
^yoomfottiL heir ears — believing well 
That when tame own more holy work was done, 
ThoQ wooldst lie down beside them, and be near 
^ea the last trump diaU summon, to fold up 
^7 flock aflfriffhted, and, with that same voice 
^ose whisper'd promises could sweeten death, 
Take up (mce more the interrupted strain, 
And wait Christ's coming, saying, " Here am I, 
And those whom thou hast given me I" Leave noi 
^ old, who, 'mid the gathering shadowy cling 
To th^r accustom'd staff, and know not how 
To lose thee, and so near the darkest hour, 
leave not the penitent, whose soul may be 
I^f to the strange voice, but awake to thine I 
•l^ve not the mourner thou hast sooth'd — the heart 
Turns to its comforter again I Leave not 
The dukl thou hast baptizedl another's care 
^y not keep bright, upon the mother's heart, 
The covenant seal; the infant's ear has caugh;. 
Words it has strangely ponder'd from thj Ijp^ 
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And the mDember^d tone nutj find Agaaiy 
Abd qmtken for tbe harvest^ the first seed 
8omi for eternity t Leare not the chudi 

Tet if thou wilt— i^ ^ bound in spirit^" tboa 
Must gOj and we riiall see thy face no more^ 
''The will of God be done!" We do not saj 
Remember us — ^thou wilt— 4n lore and prajeri 
And thou wflt be remembered — by ih9 deady 
When the last tramp awakes them— by (he Mf 
When, of the "sOrer eord," whose strength thou knowesti 1 
The last thread fails— l^i^ berwved a$id ttrkkm, 
When the dark eloud, wherein thou found'st a qpol 
Brdce by the light of mercy, lowers again — 
By ^ sad mother j pleading for her chfld, 
In -murmurs difficult, since thou art gone-^ 
By aM thou leaveetj when the Sabbath-bell 
Brings us together, and the dosing hymn 
tinges our hearts to pray, and thy loved r<»c% 
That aU our wants had grown to, (onj^ thus^ 
'Twodd seem, artioulate to Gk)d,) foUa not 
Upon our listening ears-— remembered thufr— 
Bemember'd well— in all our holiest honra-— 
Will be the faithfbl shepherd we have losti 
' And erer with one prayer, for whid) oar lavm 
Will find the pleading words,— -that in the li^it 
Of beaten we may bebdd his lace :nce more I 
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BIRTH-DAY VBJ^SBS. 

"The kMit that w« ksT« Ma we b«fer» Mr Mrfh, It Ik* ottlj i 
tftiTfti that it kMl»T«d «t»**^Pnur Hfiwiw, 

My birth-di^ t—0 bebred mother f 

My hesrt is with thee o'er the seeo. 
1 ^ not think to count another 

Before I wept upon thy kneea — 
Before this scroll of absent years 
Was blotted with thy streammg tears. 

My own I do not care to dieek. 

I weep— albeit here akme— 
As if I hung upon thy neck, 

As if thy lips were on niy own. 
As if this fuUy sad heart i^rniae^ 
Were beating doeely upon thine* 

Four weary years I How k)ok8 she now? 

What light is in those tender eyes? 
What trace of time has toudied the brow. 

Whose look is borrowed of the skies 
That listen to her nightly prayer ? 
Uow is she changed since he was there 
Who sleeps upon her heart alway — 

Whose name upcm hdr l^s is ^ 



y Google 



M VrihhtS'B POBM8. 

■I 

For whom the night seems made to praj«-> r 

For whom she wakes to pray at mom^ & 

Whose sight is dim, whose heart-strings stir, f 

Who weeps these tears— -to think of her/ ? 

I know not if my mother's eyes 

Would find me changed in slighter things; 
Tve wandered beneath many skies, 

And tasted of some bitter springs; 
And many leaves, onoe fisur and gay, 
From youth's full flower have dropp'd away— 
But, as these looser leaves depart, 

The lessened flower gets near the core. 
And/ when deserted quite^ the heart 

Takes closer what was dear of yore — 
And yearns to those who loved it firsts 
The sunshine and the dew by which its bud was nursed 

Dear mother! dost thou love me yet? 

Am I remember'd in thy home? 
When those I love for joy are met> 

Does some one wish that I would come > 
Thou dost — ^I am beloved of these I 

But, as the schoolboy numbers o'er 
Night after night the Pleiades 

And finds the stars he found brfor*«»- 
As turns the maiden oft her token — 

As counts the miser aye his gold— 
80, till life's silver oord is broken, 

Wonld I of thy fond l^e be told. 
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Mj heart is fbfl, mine ejes are ' 
Dear motherl dost thoo lore tbj long-lost wanderer jtt? 

Ob I when the hour to meet again 

Creeps on — and, q[)eediug o'er the Bd^ 
Ify heart takes t^ its lengthen*d chain, 

And, link hj Imk, draws nearer thee-* 
When land is haii'd, and, from the shore^ 

Comes off the blessed breath <^ homa^ 
With fragrance from my mother^s door 

Of flowers forgotten when I com^^ 
"When port is gain'd, and, stowly now, 

The old fiuniliar paths are pass'd, 
^nd, entering — unconscioos how— 

I gaze upon thy face at last^ 
And run to thee, all fiiint and weak, 
And feel thy tears upon my dieek — 

OhI if my heart break not with joy. 
The light of heaven will fiiirer seem ; 

And I shall grow once more a boy: 
And, mother I — ^'twill be like a dream 

That we were parted thus for yeao— 

And once that we have dried our tears. 

How will the days seem long and brighl— 
To meet thee always with the mom, 

And hear thy blessing every night— 
Thy « dearest.-' thy " first4K)m I"— 
And beoo more, as now, in a strange hmd, forkm • 
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TO MT MOTHER FROM THE APEKNUSTES. 

Hofther I dear mother! the feelings nnrst 

As I buim at thy bononi, dung round thes^^rtL 

*rwaA the earliest Uuli in love's worm chain— 

*Tis the only one that will long remain: 

And as year by year, and day by day, 

Soma IHend stili trusted drops away, 

Mother ! dear mother ! oh 4ot4 thou m« 

Sout Vu 9horUn''d chain brings mo neuror ihto I 

Early Pon 

'Tis midni^t the lone moontains bn — 
The East is fleck'd with doudy bars. 

And, gliding throtigh them one by one, 
The moon wtilks up her path of starsH- 

The light upon her placid brow 

Received ^om fountains unseen now* 

And hi^pmesi is mine to-night^ 
Thus springing from an unseen ibunt ; 

And breut and brain are warm with light^ 
With midnight rouodme on the mounts- 

Ito rays, like thine, &ir IMan, flow 

From fax that Western star below. 

Dear mother f in thy lore I Hve ; 

Hie UA» thou gay*8t flows yet from thee— 
Vnd, sun-like, thoii hast power to give 

Life to the earth, air, sea, for mel 
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Though wandering^ m thk aioon abori^ 
Tm dask without thj oonstftiit love. 



UVKS 09 LEAVnrO JEUKOnL 

Bbioht 5ag, at yonder tapering mast! 

ning out jour field of azure blue; 
liet star and stripe be westward cast, 

And point as Freedom's eagle flew t 
, Strain home! oh lithe and quivering ^mtbI 
Point home, my country's flag of atarsl 

The iinnd blows fair I the ve»el feels 

The pressure of the rising breeiev 
And, swiftest of a thousand keeL«, 

She leaps to the careerii^ seas! 
Oh, fiur, fiiir doud of snowy sail^ 

In. whose white breast I seem to Ce^ 
How oft) when blew this eastern gale, 

Tre seen your s^nblanee in the slgr^ 
And longed with breaking heart to flee 
On doud4ike pinions o'er the sea I 

Adien, oh bnds of fame and «ld 1 

I turn to wat(^ onr foamy track, 
And thoughts with whkdi I first beheld 

Yon douded Ime^ oome hunying back* 
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My laps «pe dry with yagae deare. — 
My cheek onee more is hot with joy^— 

My pulse, my brain, my soul on fire I— 
Oh, what has changed that tray^Iler-boy I 

As leaves the ship this dying foam, 
His visions hde behind — ^his weary heart speeds hornet 

Adieu, oh soft and southern shore, 

Where dwelt the stars long miss'd in heavfen— ' 
Those forms of beauty seen no more, 

Yet once to Art's rapt vision given I 
Oh, still th' enamored sun delays, 

And pries through fount and crumbling fam^ 
To win to his adoring gaze 

Those children of the sky again I 
Irradiate beauty, such as never 

That light on other earth hath shone, 
Hath made this land her home forever ; 

And could I live for this alone — 
Were not my birthright brighter fiir 

Than such voluptuous slaves, can be— 
Held not the West one glorious star 

New-bom and bUusing for the free-« 
Soar'd not to heaven our eagle yet — 
Rome, with her Helot sons, should teaoh me to Ibrgetl 

Adieu, oh &theriand I I see 
Your white diflfe on th* horiaOn's rim, 

And though to lifeer skies I flee. 
My heart swells, and my eyes are dbail 
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As knows the doTe ibe tmk joo gire her, 

Whtnlooeed upoo a lbr^i;n shore — 
As spreads the ram-drop in the rirer 

In wfaidi it WMj hare flowed before-* 
To Aighod, oyer Tde sod motmtain, 

Mj &DCJ flew fitxn dimes more hit-^ 
Mj blood, tiiat knew its parent fountain^ 

Ban warm and ftst in ifingland's air. 

Bewmotiberl in dij prayer to-night^ 

There come new words and warmer tesist 
Onlong^ long darkness breiks the light- 
Gomes home the k>ved, the lost for yeais I 
fiteep afe, oh wave-worn mariner I 

Fear not^ to-night^ or storm or seal 
The ear of heaven bends low to her I 

He comes to shore who sails with me 1 
The spider knows the roof unriven, 

^ile swings his web, though lightnings blase— > 
^ by a thread still &st on heaven, 

Jimow my mother lives and prays! 

^^ mother! when our Kps can speak-* 

When first our tears will let us see — 
^^^hea I can gasse upon thy cheek, 

And thou, with thy dear eyes, on me— 
''"'^ be a pasdme little sad 

7o trace what weight Time's heavy fingers 
^pon eadi other's forms have had — 

For all may fiee, so feefing lingers I 
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But there'« a change, b^ored mother 1 

To stir (kt deeper thoughts of thine ; t 
I come — but with me comes another 

To share the heart once cmly mine ! 
Thou, on whose thoughts^ when sad and lonetff ^ 

One star arose in memory's heaven— 
Thou, who hast wateh*d one treasure only— 

Water'd one flower with tears at even- 
Boom in thy heart I The hearth she left 

Is darkened to lend Ught to ours I T 

There «ce bright flowers of care bereft^ 

And hearts — ^that languish more than flowers ( > 
She WM their light — their very air — 
Boom, mother! in thy heartl pUce for her in thy |>ny«rl 



A TRUE INCIDENT. 

Upon a summer's mom, a southern mother 

Sat at the curtain'd window of an inn. 

She rested from long travel, and vnth hand 

Upon her cheek in tran<{uil happiness^ 

Look*d where the busy travellers went and came. ' 

And, like the shadows of the. swallows flying 

Over the bosom of unruffled water, 

Pass'd from her thoughts all olijects, leaving thflre^ 

As in the water's breast^ a mirror'd heaven — 

For, in the porch beneath her, to and fra^ 
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A Doiw wnlk'd, auagiof wilik her 1 
And maBj a pMnr4^ kiok'd oa the child 
And praised it* watufaoos bftj, bal Hfl on 
The old none troird her hiBibf, ndflCfl. 
Bleat throogh her deptiit of nol by J%ht thenifaiH^ 
Tbemocher ia her rereiy mond €■• 
Bathl another timvefler lighted 1 
And now, bo more iodifieiait or cdn, 
The mothef^a brealh comes qniek, »d wid& the blood 
Wanaiaher cheek aad brow, ihe murmugi low, 
**^ow, God be praised I I am no more i 
In knowing I Ve an aD|^ lor my chfld, — 
Chance lie to look OD'»K>D]7r With a i 
Xbe tnbote of a beaatj4oviiig heart 
To things from Qod aew-oioiilded — ^would have paaTd 
The poet, as the infimt caught his eye ; 
Bat soddeoly he tum'd, and with his hand 
Upon the nurse's arm, he stay'd her st^M^ 
And gazed npoa her burthen. 'Twas a chikl 
^ whose hu^ eyes of Uue there shone, indeed^ 
^mething to waken wonder. Never sky 
In noontide depth, or softly-breaking dawn- 
Never the dew in new-bora violet's cup^ 
I^y so entranced in purity ! Not calm, 
With the mere hush of in&ncy at resty 
The ample forehead, but serene with thought; 
And by the rapt esqiression of the lips, 
^ey seem'd scarce still from a cherubic hymn; 
And over all its countenance there breathed 
Benignity, m<yestic as we drpam 
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A THOUGHT OVKR A CHADLK. 

I 8ADDIN when thou smilest to my smile, 
Child of my love 1 I tremble to believe 
That o'er the mirror of that eye of blue 
The shadow of my heart will always pass ; — 
A heart that, firom its struggle with the world, 
Comes nightly to thy guarded cradle home. 
And, careless of the staining dust it brings^ 
Asks for its idol I Strange, that flowers of etrth 
Are visited by. every air that stirs, 
And drink in sweetness only, while the child 
That shuts within its breast a bloom for hea7e% 
May take a blemish from the breath (^ love, 
And bear the blight forever. 

I have wept 
With gladness at the gift of this fair child! 
My life is bound up in her. But, oh God f 
Thou know*st how heavily my heart at times 
Bears its sweet burthen ; and if thou hast given 
To nurture such as mine this spotless flower. 
To bring it unpolluted unto Thee, 
Jhke Thou its fovc, I pray Thee I Give it light— 
Though, following the sun, it turn from me I — 
But, by the chord thus wrung, and by the light 
Shining about her, draw me to my child I 
And link us dose, oh Gh>d, when near to heaven f 
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01 A nCTURE OF A GIRL LKADIVO H£R BI4VD 
HOTHER THROUGH THE WOOD. 

Thi green leaves as we pass 
L&y tbdr light fingers on thee unaware^ 
And bj tb J side the haseh duster fiur, 

And the low forest-grass 
Grows green and silken where the wood-paths wind-* 
Alast for thee, sweet mother! thou art hhndl 

And nature is all bright; 
And the iaint gray and crimson of the dawn, 
like folded cnrtains from the day are drawn, 

And eTening's purple light 
Qaiyea in tremulous softness on the sky-^ 
Alas! sweet mother I for thy clouded eye I 

The moon's new silver sheH 
Trembles above thee, and the stars float np^ 
In the blue air, and the ridi tulip's cop 

Is peocill'd passing weB, 
And tiie swift birds on gk>rious pinions fl ee 
Alas! sweet mother! thai thou canst not seel 

And the kind looks of fiiends 
Peruse the sad expression in thy face, 
And the child stops amid the bounding race^ 

And the tall stripling bends 
liow to thine ear with duty unforgot — 
Alas! sweet mother! that thou seest them not! 

But then canst hear/ and love 
Hay richly on a human tone be pour'd, 
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And the least cadence of a whispered word 

A daughter's love may prove — 
And while I speak thou knowest if I smile, 
Albeit thou canst not see mj face the while! 

Yes, thou canst hear ! and He 
Who on thy sightless eye its darkness hung. 
To the attentive ear, like harps, hath strung 

Heaven and earth and sea I 
And *tis a lesson in our hearts to know— 
WUh hU one sense the sotU may wtrftaw. 



COHTEHPLATIOK. 



* Thbt are all up— the innumerable stars— 
And hold their place in heaven. My eyes have been 
Searching the pearly depths through which they spring 
Like beautiful creations, till I feel 
As if it were a new and perfect wt»id, 
Wailing in silence for the word of God 
Ta'^ireathe it into motion. There they stand, 
Sliining in order, like a living hymn 
Written in light, awaking at the breath 
Of the celestial dawn, and praising Him 
Who made them, with the harmony of spheres. 
I would I had an angeVs ear to list 
That melody, t would that I might float 
Up in that boundless element, and feel 
Its ravishing vibration, like the pulse 
Beating in heaven 1 My spirit is athirst 
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FormMb-^^tt^tensidl I wodU biliii 
Hj 8oqI k a serener ^rtaosphert 
ThantiyB; I \oag to mingle wttii the llodi 
Ledby tfa« 'Kriag wwen^' and to stimj 
Inthe'gvee&iMurtiiiW oftbe better laoAl 
M^n iirytthoa break, duU fetter! WfaenAdlf 
father my wingS) and fike a mrimig tfaoii|^ 
Stretch onward, etar bj etar, up nto beavear 
Thus moaed Aletha Gkm was ^oe to vboat 
life bad beM Settle wilcfaii^ of a dreaan, 
OfaniwiteaMedswteetiMHL Bhewasbem 
Of a lugh race, and lay mpoh the kaee^ 
^itk lier soft eyet peh^ttg listleariy 
TbeibtM roo^ er, on Meeaic floocs, 
Otssp'4 m tbe totB^lifted squares mwreoghl 
With metals curio«8ly<. Her d^kyM>od |>aai*4 
Uke faery — amid fountains and green haunts— 
Trying her little feet upon a lawn 
Of velvet eye&neas, «Bd hiding flowers 
la her sweet breast^ as if it were a &ir 
i.nd pearly altar to crush incense on. 
He- yottth^^oht that WftA ^ueeU^f filfe >ivlilike 
A dream of poetry that may not bo 
Written or told — e^ccee^rag beautiftiU 
And so came ivotshippere; and rank bow d do#n 
And breathed tipon het healrt-etraigi with the breath 
Of priAe, $iA Wmd her forehead gorgeondi^ 
With dazzling scorn, and gave tmto her step. 
A majesty-^ ^0h6 iMd the 164) 
And tlie ^iN^%iv^ imMl^ liiMi <Mrt 
9 
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And 80 alia gtew to womBO— iier mere look 
Strong as a monarch's signet, and her hand 
The audition of a kingdom. IVom all this 
Tum*d her high heart away I She had a mind, 
Deep and immortal, and it woukl not feed 
On pageantry. She thirsted for a qning 
(K'a serener el^ooenty and drank 
Philosophy, and for a httle while 
She was allay' d, — till, presently, it tum'd 
Bitter within her, and her spint grew 
Paint for undying wat«B. Then she came 
To the pure fount of €kxl, and is athirst 
No more — saTe when the fever of the woild 
Palleth upon her, she will go, sometimee, 
Out in the star-light quietness, and breathe 
A holy aapiiatioki after Heaven. 



OH THE DEATH OF A UISSIOBf ART, 

How beautiful it is for man to die 
Upon the walls of ZionI to be cail'd. 
Like a watch-worn and weary sentinel, 
To put his armor ofi^ and rest — ^in heayenl 

The sun was setting on Jerusalem, 

The deep bhie sky had not a ckwd, and li^ 
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W« poariDg oa the dooie of Oinar^s iDOtqiM^ 

Like moitea sflver. Every thing wts fiur; 

And beauty hung upon the punted fimet; 

like a griered spirit^ lingering ere she gsve 

Her wing to air, for heaven. The crowds of men 

Were in the busy streets, and nothing kx)k*d 

•^ wo, or sufifering, save one small train 

Bearing the dead to boriaL It paas'd by, 

And left no trace upon the busy throng. 

The sun was just as beautiful ; the shout 

Of joyoQB revelry, and the low hum 

Of stirring tiioosands rose as constantly I 

Life loolc'd as winning; and the earth and sky, 

And ereiy thing seem*d strangely bent to make 

A contrast to that comment upon life. 

How wonderful it is that human pride 

Can pass that touching moral as it does — 

Pass it so frequently, in all the force 

Of moomful and most simple eloquence— 

•^ kam no lesson I .They bcnre on the dead, 

^th the slow step of sorrow, troubled not 

•By the rude multitude, save, here and there, 

A look of yague inquiry, or a curse 

Half-muttered by some haughty Turk, whose sleere 

Had touched the tassel of the Christian's pall 

And Israel too pass'd on— the trampled Jewl 

Israeli — ^who made Jerusalem a throne 

For the wide world-^passed on as carelessly; 

Giving no look of interest to teQ 

^^ ahronded dead was anything to her. 
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Oh tbiit thejr woidi h6 gMli«rVlM 4i btcmA 
Is gather'^ by it ^iftt«tit*8 «lMlte(«ig wings! 

They kidb^ ddWH wiHi 8ti>aiigers; ferhck-^s 

Was With the setting sun, «Bd they who stood 

And k>ok'd Hd sieadiksdy qKM bis grave, 

Were xxot his kindred; hot tbey found him tiwM^ 

And loved hhn for his mimstry of Chrifift 

He had died ytmng. Burt; the^ Me siiteiM hea^ 

Whose race <^^ilt^ is leiss ^ackfy mia. 

His heart was with J«rafibl^ ) ftftd fitramg 

As was a mothet*s k>^, «»d 1^ sweel tictd 

Beligfon ttsakes so beautflfld At home, 

Hid fltttiglitetti fh)m hln in Insen^taoe, 

And sought tiw btolsem pei))iie of his Ood, 

To preach to thefl^ ^ ^c»tM. Theire w«8 dkid, 

Who wtfS his iH^nd and he^yet^. One who w«M 

And knelt bei^de hitti at the sep^dohre 

Where JBinM ilie^ td ^y for Israel 

They hkd me H^Mt, abd ihel^ helEtrts Wtilhs knit 

With more than humaft love. Qbd ^ed hkn btima 

And he of whom I speak stood ^p tilone, 

And in his broken-heiarted^ess Wrought Oki 

Until hSs Master C6ll*d hint 

Oh, is it hot a noble thing to die 
As dies the Christian, with his armor onl — 
What is the hero's dttrion, though its blast 
Bing with the mastery t)f a world, to this?—' 
What are the tiealchiiftg tic^botiea-^df amd'** 
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The lore of TwUi'd agwK^Wbii »» dl 
The tnuDpetn^ of pvoad hw—iiy, 
To the flbmi bialMrj of ya iiF4a Mde 
Htt Bepddure beside the King of king^f 



Qv TBE Piennu of a <^ cnt» imfiD 09 nLAr.«t 

TnKDofplajl Tivedof plfiijrl 

What hast ^ott dona ibni liT^lu^ cby 1 

The birds are ayenli fuod 40 ift the bet ; 

The son is creeping' up Stella Mid tree; 
^ dov^es have flofwn to the abdtenog e%ye% 
And the nests are dark with the drooping ktreSi 
Twilight gathers, apd day is dona-^ 
How hast thoo a^pmi ^>T**wst)iMS aoel 

^ying? But what bast then done bo a da 
IV) tafl thy mother at ei^entide? 
What promise of mora |s. left unb^)ken ? 
What kind word to thy playmate spoken? 
Whom hast thou pitied, and whom forgiven 7 
How with thy fietults has duty striven ? 
What hast thou leara'd by field and hUl, 
By greenwood path, and by singing rill ? 

There will oome an eve to a longer day, 
IRat will find thee tired-— but not of play 1 
9* 
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And thou wilt lean, as Ukxi leanest novr, 

With drooping limbs and aching brow, 

And wish the shadows would faster creep. 

And long to go to thy quiet sleep. 

Well were it then if thine aching brow 

Were as free from sin and shame as now I 

Well for thee if thy lip could tell 

A tale like this, of a day spent well 

If thine open hand hath relieved distress — 

If thy pity hath sprung to wretchedness — 

If thou hast forgiven the sore offence, 

And humbled thy heart with penitence — 

If Nature's Toices haye spoken with thee 

With her holy meanings eloquently — 

If every creature hath won tiiy love, 

From the creeping worm to the brooding dove — 

If never a sad, low-spoken word 

Hath plead with thy human heart unheard-—; 

Then, when the night steals on, as now, 

It will bring relief to thine aching brow, 

And, with joy and peace at the thought of rest, 

Thou wilt sink to sleep on thy mother's breast 



^ 
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Snliad been told liiatQod made afl theKan 
That twinkled up in heaTeo, and now Ae stood 
Watdiing the coming of the twilight on, 
As if it were a new and perfect world, 
And this were its first eve. She stood akme 
By the bw window, with the siHcen la^ 
Of her soft eye upraised, and her sweet month 
Half parted with the new and strange detight 
Of beauty that she could not comprehend, 
And had not seai before. The purple folds 
Of the low sunset douds, and the blue sky 
That looked so still and delicate above, 
IWd her young heart with gladness, and the ev« 
^^ on with its deep shadows, and she still 
Stood looking at the west with that half smile, 
As if a pleasant thought were at her heart 
Presently, in the edge of the last tint 
Of sunset, where the blue was melted in 
To the fiunt golden meOowness, a star 
Stood suddenly. A laugh of wild delight 
Burst from her lips, and putting up her tmodM, 
Her simple thought broke forth expressively — 
"Father! dear father! God has made a starl" 
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Shi s^ooA iqi in tbe p^ekii^oss of k^^^ 
Besluig OB^ Qof^ voAh^H ber &^ youpg c^^ 
iTpoQ her 1>QfiOQ^ witjh its gently eje^ 
Folded in sleep, a» if iljs soul hftd gqiifi 
To whisper the l^ptisfnal yow u^ heavei^ 
The prayer went up deyoutiy^ a^ the lipg^ 
Of the good mm glow*4 fervency with ftitibi 
That it woi4d be, eyen, ^ be had pray'd, 
And the ^eet child be ga^h^'d to the fold 
Of Jesus. As the holy words went oa 
Her lips move4 silentty^ and tears^ fiist tear^ 
Stole from bepeath her lashes, apd upon 
The ibrebead of the beautifi^ ehJld lay soft 
With the bf^tisma) wajben Then, I thought 
That, to the eye of Ood, tjhat mqther*9 teii^ 
Would be a deeper eovenant-^which sin 
And the temptations of the world, and death, 
Would leave unbroken — ^and th^t ike would kniDW- 
In the clear light of heaven, how very strong 
The prayer which pressed them from her heigrth^d heeB 
In \e9di0g its young spM^up V>. Gtxi 
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Baos over with its fulness of content ; 
And as I look out on the frogrftnt 9tan^ 
And from the beaaty of the night take in 
My pricele«8 portion^-yet ip J8el( no og;ore 
Than in the universe a gnun of sand — 

I feel ffis glory who codd mako a work^ 

Tet in the bst depths of the wildamesB 

X«Bre not a flower nnflnish'd I 

Rich, thongh poor! 
Hjlow-roofd cottage is this hour ^h^vei^ 
Music is in it — and the song she sings, 
^ sweet-Toiced wife of mine, arrests the ear 
Of mj young duld awake upon her knee ; 
^ with his calm eye on Im master's fiM)e,^ 
% noble hound lies couchant — and all here-f\ 
Ail in this little home, yet boundless heaven — 
•^e, in such love as I have power to give^ 
Blessed to overflowing. 

Thou, who look's^ 
I^pon my brimming heart this traaq^^ ^^ 
Kno west its flikies^ as thoa dost th« dew 
Sent to the hidden violet by Thee; 
And, as that fi(»ver, from its uaseeii ^ J H^ 
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Sends its sweet breath up, duly, to the sl^f 
Changing its gift to incense, so, oh Godl 
May the sweet drops that to my hun^le cup 
Find their far way fix)m heaven, send up, to Tim 
Fragrance at thy throne welcome ! 



TO A CITY PIGEON. 

Stoop to my window, thou beautiful doTt' 
Tliy daily visits have touched my love. 
I watch thy coming, and list the note 
That stirs so low in thy mellow throaty 

And my joy is high 
To catch the glance of thy gentle eye. 

Why dost thou sit on the heated eaves, 

And forsake the wood wi^ its freshen'd leaves? 

Why dost thou haunt the sultry street, 

When the paths of the forest are cool and swaetf 

How canst thou bear 
This noise of people — ^this sultry air? 

Thou alone of the feather'd race 
Dost look unscared on the human face; 
Thou alone, with a wing to flee. 
Dost love with man in his haunts to be ; 

And the <' gentle dove" 
Has become a name for trust umd love. 
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A M7 gift 18 thine, 8w«ei bM I 
Thoa'rt named with chiklhood'B eeiKest wofd t 
Thou'rt linked wkh all tiiuit is fieah and wild 
In the prison'd thoughts of the citj child ; 

And th J gloasy wings 
Are its brightest image of moving ^ngsi 

It is no fight diance. Thoa art set apart. 
Wisely by Him who has tamed thy heart. 
To stir the love for the bright and &ir 
That dse were seal'd in this crowded av; 

I sometimes dream 
Angelic rays froci thy pinions stream. 

Come then, ever, when daylight leaves 
The page I read, to my bumble eaves, 
And wash thy breast in the hollow ^ul^ 
And murmur thy low sweet music out I 

I hear and see 
Lessons of heaven, sweet bird, in thee I 



THE BELFRY PIGEOV. 

Oh the cross-beam under the Old South beQ 
The nest of a pigeon is builded well 
In summer and winter that bird is tiiere» 
Out and in with the morning air : 
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I love to see him track tfifrslreely 
Witb Imsi w«ry eye a»l active, feet; 
And, I o^tjem. wi^ him as he spriDgs^ 
Girding' the 9t9eple vrith e«^ inngs, 
Till across the dial Im shade has passed, 
And the W^ e(^ is. gained at last 
'Tis a hird I love, with its brooding note. 
And the tvembUng throb in its mottled throat; 
There's % kMiman look in its smelUng bieast^ 
And the genUe eurve of its lowl^ crest ; 
And I o^ei^ Btop with the feav I fed-^ 
He runs so dose to the n^ whed. 

Whatever is rung on that noisy bell — 

Chime of the hpur or fimeral knell — 

The dove in the belfiy inust hear it welL 

When the ton^e swings out to the miduight ouKin-' 

When the sexton cheerly rings for noon — 

When the dock strikes clear at morning light — 

When th^ child is waked with " nine at nj^t"-?^ 

When the chimes play soft in the Sabbath air, 

Filling the spirit with tones of prayer — 

Whatever tale in ihe beH is heard^ 

He broods on his folded feet unstirred, 

Or, rising half in hjs rounded nesl^ 

He takes the time to smooth his breast^ 

Then 4repfl> again with filmed eyes^ 

And sleeps as the la9t vibration die& 

Sweet bird I I would that I could be 
A hermit in the crowd like thee I 
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With wings to fly to i»ood and ^im, 

Thjlot,Ukeame, Is cMl with flwn ; 

And (kflf , wkh imwilmg leet^ 

I liead, like thee, the crowded «lraet{ 

Bat^ nnfike me^ when day is o*er, 

Tbm canst disoiiss the world and soar, 

Or, at a half-felt "wish for rest, 

Canst smooth the feathers on thy breas^ 

Anddh^, foi^tiy, to tl^ nest 



SATURDAY AFTERHOOV. 

[yioMtv torn X ^lOtra*.! 

IlAvttDlook oC'asoene like this^ 

Of wild and tsareiesB play, 
And penmde aiyself that I am not «1(^ 

And my locks are not yet gray; 
^or it stirs the blood in an old man's hearty 

And makes his pulses %, 
To catch the thrill of a happy voice. 

And the light ef a pleasfmt eye. 

I haye wfflked the worid for foorscote fettUt 

And Ihey say that I am old, 
Hurt my bdail; is ripe for the renper, Deuth, 

And my yeitv lil« ^itell Higli «bML 
10 
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It is very true; it is yery trae ; 

Tm old, and " I bide my time;" 
But my heart will leap at a scene like thifl^ 

And I half renew my prime. 

Play on, play on; I am with you there, 

In the midst of your merry ring ; 
I can feel the thrill of the daring jump, 

And the rush of the breathless swing, 
I hide with you in the fragrant hay, 

And I whoop the smothered call, 
And my feet slip up on the seedy floor, 

And I care not for the fall 

I am willing to die when my time shall oome^ 

And I shall be glad to go; 
For the world at best is a weary place, 

And my pulse is getting low ; 
But the grave is dark, and the heart wiU fail 

In treading its gloomy .way; 
And it wiles my heart from its dreariness^ 

To see the young so gay. 



THE SABBATH. 



It was a pleasant morning, in the time 
When the leaves M — and the bright sun shone out 
As when the morning stars first sang together-*- 
So quietly and calooly fell his light 

y Google 



WILLIS*ft POJBMft. Ita 

ITpoiiawQrldatnst There wm C9 '.arf 

In motion^ aixl the load winds alepi^ and aD 

Wa&stilL The lab'ring herd was graiing 

Upon the hill-side quietly — uncalled 

By the harsh Toice f£ man; and distant sotrnd^ 

Save fiom the murmuring waterfall, came not 

isnsnalontheear. One hour stde on, 

And then anodier of the morning, cahn 

And stQl as Eden ere the birth of man. 

And then hn^e in the Sabbath chhne of belto— 

And the old man, and his deso^idants, went 

Together to the house of God. I joined 

The weB-apparelI'd crowd. The holy man 

«»eBatenmly, and breathed the prayer of fidth — 

And the gray saint, just on the wmg for heayen — 

And the fiur maid — ^and the bright-hair'd young man-* 

Andchfld of cairling locks, just taug^ to dose 

The lash of its blue eye the while;-— all knelt 

*a«ttitude of prayer— and then the hymn, 

°"*<*re in its low mdbdy, went xxp 

To worship God. 

The white-hak'd ptttor rose 
And looked upon his flock— -and with an eye 
^t told his interest, and voice that spoke, 
hi tremulous accents, eloquence like Paul's, 
Se lent Isaiah's fire to the trutBs 
(^ reyelation, and persuasion came 
like gushmg waters from his lips, till hearts 
Unused to bend were soflen*d, and the eye 
?nwoDt to we^«e&i fiirth the willing tear. 
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I went iny ^vr«tj— 4>i^ m I'weoft^ I &lt 
Hew weH it was thlit tbe Worid- weary mxl 
Should ]ijav«iti tones tefletitslKirdeii dowa 



[WBIRtf* lb te SUMO AT THC OOmSOKATlOV OT HAKO* BB4ni0 
CHUBOU, BOSTOM.] 

The perfect World by Adatn trod, 
Was the first temple— built by 6M-^ 
Bis fiat Md the coraer-fAone, 
And heaved its pillars, ohe by one. 

He hun^ its fltality toof oa h%br^ 
The broad fllimitable edcy ; 
He spr^Ml its ^tement, gf^en ataid bri|^ 
And curta&i'd it with iiaoFmng light 

The mountains Sn their {ditees stood — 
Tbt seii-^-the sky^-aiid ^'aU was goodf^ 
And when its &et pore praises radg, 
The "ax)ming stars together sang.^ 

Lord I 'tis not ours to vake the sea 
Atid earth and sky a house for thee; 
But in thy sight our off'ffing staodfr— 
A Irambtoriimple/' omAb with kaMda." 
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HTHV. 

[wBam 10 tt iDM AT m BBDMAnov ernn Bom dr mvtTBT 

An> aOlB lOK TDK FBIXVOUat, OBCSMBBK, 184S.] 

[Wkor God, to shield from odd and stonn, 
6a?e trees to build and fire to wann, 
I He did not mark for eadi his part^ 

But gave to each a hmxiaQ heart 

ISach heart is told (he poor to aid, — 
Not told as thunder makes afraid — 
But hj a small voice whispering there : 
Md ihoufor CM the mffarer'a share. 

Oh, prompting fiunt^ to careless view, 
For work that angels well might do 1 
Bat wisely thus is taught below, 
Qoick pity for another's wo. 

The world is stored — enough for all 
Is scatter'd wide *twixt hut and hall; 
And those who feast or friendless roam, 
Alike from God received a home. 

Each houseless one demands of thee, 
Cfan aught ihou hcuA the poor marCe he f 
And pity breathes response divine, 
Take whai Ihanefnm Ood ihaSa tWnc 
10* 
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For diOd, for woman's fragile form. 
More haiab the cold, more wM the storm; 
Bat most fhey bless the shdt'ring door, 
Whom dailc teii^>tatioiis wtge bo store. 

A Horn for these, O God, to-daj, 
For blessing at thy feet we lay ; 
And may its ^dter, hmnbly given, 
Be but a fiivKiff door to hearen. 
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THS DTIH6 ALCHTMIST. 

The night wind with a desolate moan swept by; 
And the old shatters of the turret swung 
^creaimng upon their hinges; and the moon, 
Ab the torn edges of the clouds flew past^ 
Struggted aslant the stain*d and broken panes 
So dimfyj that the watchful eye of death 
Scarcdj was conscious when it went and cama 
********* 
The fire beneath his crucible was low ; 
Yet still it bam*d ; and ever as his thoughts 
Qrew insupportable, be raised iiimself 
Upon his wasted arm, and stirr'd the coals 
With difficult energy, and when the rod 
Fell from his nerveless fingers, and his eye 
Felt fidnt within its sodset^ he shrunk back 
Upon his pallet^ and with unclosed lips 
Mutter*d a curse on death I The sOent room, 
From its dim comerS, mockingly gave back 
His rattling breath ; the humming in the fire 
Had the distinctness of a knell ; and when 
Duly the antique horologe beat one, 
He drew a phial from beneath his head, 
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And drank. And instantly his lips compreaB*d, I 

And, with a shudder in his skeleton frames "\ 

He roee with sap^mataxal strength, and sat ' 

Upright, and oonununed with himself: — \ 

I did not think to die 
Tin I had finish'd iv^iat I bad to do; 
I thought to pierce th* eternal secret through 

With this my mortal eye ; 
I felt— oh God I it seemeth even now 
This cannot be the death-dew on my browl 

And yet it is — ^I feel, 
Of this dull sickness at my heart, afraid I 
And in my eyes the death-sparks flash and Ma; 

And something seems to steal 
Over my bosom like a frozen hand — 
Binding its pulses with an icy band. 

And this is death I But why 
Feel I this wild recoQ ? It cannot be 
Th' immortal spirit shuddereth to be free! 

Would it not leap to Bj^ 
Like a chain'd eaglet at its parent's call ? 
I fear— I fear— that this pow life is aH ! 

Yet thus to pass away ! — 
To live but for a hope that mocks at last-s. 
To agonize, to strive, to watdi, to &M, 

To waste the l^t of day, 
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Grant me another jear, 
Qod of my spiiiil — but a day — U> wm 
Somedung to satisfy this thm wiihini 

I would know something berel 
Break for me but one seal that is onbrokenl 
Speak for me but one word that is unapokenl 

Vain — nun ! — my Imun is taming 
With 9, swifl diwariMB, and my heart grows ntk^ 
And these hot tea^>le-thiob8 eome fist and thick, 

And I am fieedng — burning — 
Dymgl OhGodI iflmightonlyiivel 

My phial ^Ha! it thrills me-— I revive 1 

m i^ ***** 1$ 

Ay — ^were not man to die^ 
He were too rn^ty lor this narrow spherel 
Had he but time to brood on knowle<%6 here-^ 

Could he but train his eye— 
JD^t he but wiut the mystio wopd and hour-* 
Only his Maker would transcend his power! 

Earth has no mineral strange*- 
Th' illimitable air no hidden wing»-^ 
Water no quality in covert springs, 

And fire no power to change— >> 
Seasons no mystery, and stars no q>ell, 
Which the unwasting soul might not compel 
11 
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Ob, Irat for time to tnok 
t^ tipper Bfxn mto the pathless ricy — 
To see th' invisible spirits, eye to eye-— 

To hurl the lightning back — 
To tread unhurt the sea's dim-lighted hi^»^- 
To chase Day's chariot to the horizon-walla-* 

And more, much more — ^for now | 

The life-sealed fountains of my nature move^— f 

To nurse and purify this human love — \ 

To dear the godlike brow I 
Of weakness and mistrust, and bow it down, 
Worthy and beautifiil, to the much-loved <me~^ 

This were indeed to feel 
The soul-thirst slaken at the living stream- 
To live — oh God! that life id but a dream I 

And death ^Ahal I reel — 

Dim— dim — ^I faint — darkness comes o'er my eye— . 
Cover me I save me I — ^-Qod of heaven I I d«e ! 

*Twas morning, and the old man lay alone. 
No friend had closed his eyelids, and his lips, 
Open and ashy pale, th' expression wore 
Of his death-struggle. His long, silvery hair 
Lay on his hollow temples thin and wild, 
His fiume was wasted, and his features wan 
And haggard as with want, and in his palm 
His nails were driven deep, as if the throe 
Of the last agony had wrung him sore. 
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The Storm was nging stflL The ahattert swung 
Screaming as hanhlj m the fidbl windy 
And all without went on--«8 1^ it will, 
Simakmie or tempest^ recldesB that a heart 
Is breakiiig, or has broken, in its ohange. 



The fire beneath the cmdble was out; 
The vessels of his mystic art lay rocmd, 
IJsdess and odd as the ambitaoos hand 
That &fiibion'd them, and the small rod, 
¥anuUar to his touch for threesoofe yearSi 
Lay on th' alembic's rim, as if it still 
H^t yes the elements at its master's wilL 

And thus had pass'd fixim its nneqoal frame 
A sool <^fire — a son-bent eagle stridden 
From his high soaring down — an iiistrument 
Broken with its own compass. Oh how poor 
Seems the rich gift of genius, when it lies, 
like the adventurous bird that hath out-fiown 
His strength upon the sea, ambition- wrecked-* 
A thing the tlmish might pity, as she sits 
Brooding in quiet on l:^9r lowly nest 1 
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PARRH ABIUB. 

*• ptrrbaalas, » pftiater of Atheiia, Mnoag those (MyAthUa captiT«. 
Pht.p or Maoedoa brought homo to sell, bought oao veiy old oum 
$ad wboB ho h«d him at his hovae, pat him to death with extrome 
torture a.id tormeat, the bettor, bj his example, to osf reed tbe fteina 
and paflflkms of his Prometbeua, whom he was then about to paiat.' 
«-JlMr<o»'« Auai, qfJfeL 

Thebi Stood aa unsold ci^ve in the iiuftf^ 

^. gray-hdred and majestioal oM rnim, 

Chained to a piflar. It was almost fd^t^ 

.And the last s^er from his plaoe had gcfM^ 

And not a sound was heard but of a dog 

Crunching beneadi the stall a refiise bone. 

Or the duSL echo from the pavement rung, 

As the &int captive dianged his weary feet 

He had stood there since morning, and had b<liiie 

From every eye in Adiens the cold gaee 

Of curious scorn. The Jew had taunted him 

For an Olynthian skve. The buyer came 

And roughly struck his palm upon his breasC^ 

And touch*d his miheal*d wounds, and with a sneer 

Pass'd on; and when, with weariness o^erspenti 

He bow*d his head in a forgetful sleep, 

Th' inhuman soldier smote him, and, with threats 

Of torture to his children, summonM back 

The ebbing blood into his pallid &ce. 

'Twas evening, and the half-descended sun 
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Tipp*d with a golden fiie the muj doaiet 

Of Atheofl^ and a yeOow almoephere 

Lay lich and dualgr ui the shaded atraet 

Through which the o^^tiTe gased. He had bocne op 

With a stout heart that long and weaiy day, 

EMagbaij patient of his many wrongs^ 

Bat now ho was alone, and from his nenraa 

The needless strength departed, and he lean'd 

Prone on his massy chain, and lei his thoughts 

Throng on faim as they woold. Unmaric'dof hia^ 

Panhasins at the nearest {liDar stood, 

Gaang upoa his gri^ Th* Athenian's diedc 

Phish'd as he measured with a painter's eye 

Tbe moving piotarOi The abandon*d limhs, 

Stain'd with the ooaing hkxxl, were laoed with TdM 

Swollen to purple fiihiess; tiie gray hair, 

Thin and disordered, hung about his eyes; 

And as a thought of wilto bitterness 

Bose in his memoiy, his 1^ grew white, 

And the fiist workings of his bloodless fikoa 

Told what a tooth of fire was at his heart. 

The golden light into the painter's room 
Streamed richly, and tlie hidden colors stole 
From the dark pictures radiantly forth, 
And in the soft and dewy atmoq>here 
Like fotms and landscapes magical they layr 
The walls were hung with armor, and about 
In tbe dim comers stood the scu^tured forms 
Of Cytbecis> and Diao, and stem Jove, 
-If 
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And from ihe casement soberly aiwi^ 
Fell the grotesque long shadows, full and trae^ 
And like a y&i of filmy mellowness, 
' The lint-spects floated in the twilight air. 
Parrhaaus stood, gazing forgetfully 
Upon his canvaa There Prometheus lay, 
Ghain'd to the cold rocks of Mount Caucasus-— 
The vulture at his vitals, and the links 
Of the lame Lemnian festering in his flesh ; 
And, as the painter's mind felt through the dim, 
Bapt mystery, and pluck'd the shadows forth 
With its &r reaching fancy, and with form 
And color clad them, his fine, earnest eye. 
Flashed with a passionate fire, and the quick curl 
' Of his thin nostril, and his quivering lip 
Were like the wing'd God's, breathing from his fligbW 

"Bring me the captive now I 
My hand i^els skilful, and the shadows lift 
From my waked spirit airily and swift^ 

And I could paint the bow 
Upon the bended heavens — around me play 
Colors of such divinity to-day. 

"Hal bind him «n his back ! 
Lookl — ^as Prometheus in my picture here I 
Quick— or he faints I —stand with the cordial near? 

Now— bend him to the rack I 
Press down the poisoned links into his flesh f 
And tear agape that healing wound afresh I 



<<Sa-^eilnmwritIiel Hb«rkmg 
Wm he live thus? Quick, my good pencil, no w 1 
YThat a fine agony works upon his brow 1 

Ha ! gray-hair'd, and so strong I 
Hew fearfully he stifles that short moan I 
Oodsl if I oookl but paint a dying groan! 

"'Pity' thee I So Idol 
I pity the dumb victim at the altar — 
Bat does the robed priest for hisjp% filter? 

Td rack thee though I knew 
A thousand lives were perishing in thine— 
What were ten thousand to a £une like mine 7 

« 'Hereafter r Aj^-^iereqfter / 
A whip to keep a coward to his track I 
What gave Death ever from his kingdom back 

To check the skeptic's laughter ? 
Come from the grave to-morrow with that story— 
And I may take some softer path to glory. 

"Ko, no, old man I we die 
Even as the flowers, and we shall breathe away 
Our life upon the chance wind, even as they I 

Strain well thy fainting eye — 
For when that bloodshot quivering is o'er. 
The light <^ heavei;i will never reach thee mora. 

'^ Yet there's a deathless name I 
A spirit thai} the smothering vault shall spurzi; 
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And like a steadfast planet mount and 

And though its crown of flaaie 
Consoraed my brain to ashes as it ^ooe^ 
By all the fiery stars! Tdbinditonl 

" Ay — though it bid me rifle 
My heart's last fount for its insatiate thirst— 
Though every life-strung nerve be madden'd first— 

Though it should bid me stifle 
The yearning in my throat for my sweet diild. 
And taunt its mother tifl my bndn went wild — 

<< AH— I would do it aft— 
Sooner than die, like a dull worm, to rot — 
Thrust foully into euih to be forgot I 

Oh heavens ! — bat I appal 
Your heart) old man ! forgive— ha I on your Eves 
Let him not faint! — rack him till he revives 1 

" Vain — vwn — give o'er 1 His eye 
Glasses apace. He does not feel you now — 
Stand back ! I'll paint the death^ew on his browl 

Gods ! if he do not die 
But for one moment— one— till I eclipse 
Conception with the soom of those calm fipsl 

" Shivering ! Hark I he mutters 
Brokenly now — ^that was a diflScult breath — 
Another? Wilt thou never eoroe, oh Death I 

Look! how his temple flutters I 
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How Ike a motmliBg deffl in the iMtrl 
Boles the aveiii'd MDbitMQ I LeiitoiMe 
BoifUj the mooarahy and its bauglitj brovr 
QtowB with a beauty that bewilders tboo^ 
And qptbropae peaoe fixefer. Puttiiig oa 
Tbe very pomp of Locifer, it turaa 
The bear! to ashei^ and witii BOtaqpnng 
Left IB Uie boeom for the spirit^s lip^ 
We look opoD ooBt Bpkader and forget 
Tbetfairetofwfafehwepenahl Tetbathlfo 
ihoj a folser idoL Thsre are bepea 
PhnmsiDg weB ; and feve-touch'd dreams for 
And passions, maoy a wild one ; and foir 
For gold and pleasure— jet wiQ onlj this 
^•Ok not the soul — AmbitioD on] j, gi^^s, 
ISvenof bitterness^ a beaker /uS/ 
^VisBdrfup is but a dew-awaking dream, 
Troubled at best— Lore is a lan^ unseen, 
Burning to waste, or, if its fight is found, 
Korsed for an idle hour, then idly broken^- 
Gain is a gro^^^Iing care, and Foil j tires. 
And Quiet is a hunger neTer fed — 
AkI from Lore's rer^ bosom, and from €kN^ 
Or Folty, or a Friend, or from Repose — 
From al but keen Ambitioo-^wUl the soul 
Sostdi the first moment of forpntfalnasi 
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To wander like a reellen eMki awnu; 

Oil, if there were not be^er hopes than tbes&^ 

Were there no palm beyond a feverish fiune — 

If £be proud wealth flung back upon the heart 

Must canker in its coffers— *if the links 

Falsehood hath brokoi will unite no more — 

If the deep-yearning love, that hath not found 

Its like in the cold world, must waste in teai^^— 

If truth, and fervor, and devotedness^ 

Finding no worthy altar, must return 

And die of their own fulness — ^if beyond 

The grave there is no heaven in whose wide air 

The spirit may find room, and in the love 

Of ndiose bright habitants the lavish heart 

May spend itself— ^u;^ thriee-^nock'd/ooU art we/ 



THE SCHOLAR OF THEBET BEN KHORAT.* 

**IiiflaentU ooeli morbnm hnno movet, Interdam omnibiu alib 
tmotia.**— JMaiicMoA <2« Anima, Cap, de ffumoribu*,' 

I. 
Night in Arabia. An hour ago, 
Pale Dian had descended from the sky, 

* A Oungqa ArabiMi tfltrologer, who is said to have spent tifrtj j«ms 
In discovering the motion of the eighth sphere. He had a scholar, • 
yonng Bedonin Arab, who, with a singular passion for knowledge* 
abandoned his wandering tribe, and applying himself too closel/ to 
Mtrology, lost hitf f 
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Flingiog ber^sesbs out upoa the aeti 

And at their watohefl^ now, the aolema fitsn 

Stood yigila^t and looe; aad, dead asleep^ 

Witlk not a shadow moving on its bieast^ 

The breathing earth laj in its silver dew, 

An^ tiwnhling on their myriad viewleas wing% 

Tb' imprison'd odoni left the flowers to dream, 

And stole away upon the yielding air. 

Ben Khorai's. tower stands shadowy and tall 

In Mecca's loneliest street ; and ever there. 

When night is at the deepest, bums his lamp 

As constant as the Cynosure, and forth 

Prom his loop'd window stretch the brazen tubei^ 

Fointing forever at the central star 

Of that <fim nebula just lifting now 

Over. Mount Arafat^ The sky to*night 

Jsoi & clearer blackness than is woot^ 

And far within its depths the colored stars* 

Sparkle like gems— capricious Anta^e8^ 

Fbahing iand paling in the Southsni arch; 

* "Even to the Aak»d eje, the etera appeer of poIiMkbly dlfllsrent 
•olora ; bat when viewed with a priamatle flafls, thej. maj be verj 
•eenfately daaaed iato the red, the yoUaw, the brUUaot white, the dull 
^kite, and the anomaloas. This is trne also of the planets, which 
Btk» hj n^oetted U|^t, and of oearte the differeBoe of color most be 
noosed to arise from their different powers to absorb and reflect the 
vvys of tlie San. The original eompodtion of the stars, and the different 
^*«^«irtTe powers of their different atmo^heres, may be supposed to 
•cooant also fer this phenomenon.** 

t This star exhibits a peculiar quality— a rapid and beautiful chanf^ 
b the eMor of its ItKht; every aUemate twinWinc bein^c of an intense 
nddish c rtm s sn oeiec, and the aasfr^^ag one of a brilliant white. 
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\nd assure L3rni, Hke a woman's eye, 
iuming with s(^ blue InstFe ; and away 
Over the desert the bright Polar star, 
White as a flashing icicle ; and here, 
Hung like a lamp above th' Arabian sea^ 
Mars with his dusky glow ; and fidrer yet, 
Mfld Sinus,* tinct with dewy yidet, 
Set like a flower upon the breast ci Eve; 
And in the zenith the sweet Pieiades,t 
(Alas — ^that even a star may pass from heaven 
And not be miss*d I) — the link^ Pleiades 
TJndimm*d are there, though fix>m the sist^ band 
The fidrest has gone down ; and, South away, 
Hirundot with its little company ; 
And white-brow'd Yesta, lamping on her path 
Lonely and planet-calm, and, all through heaven, 
Articulate almost, they troop to-night, 
Like unrobed angels in a prophet's trance. 

Ben Ehorat knelt before his telescope,! 
Gazing with earnest stillness on the stars. 
The gray hairs, struggling from his turban- folda^ 
Played with the entering wind upon his cheeks^ 

* When Been with a prlsmatto glass, Birioa shows a large brnih 
exceedingly beaatifhl mya. 

f The Pleiades are vertleal In AraUa. 

t An Arable constellation placed instead of the Pisds AuslralK ^ 
cause the swallow arrives In Arabia about the time of the heliacal 
«f the Fishes. 

{An anachronism^ the author Is aware. The telescope was W9^ 
▼ented for a oentnrjr or two after tko timo of Bob Kkorat. 
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And on his breast bis venenUe beard 
With sop^iiatural whiteness loosely ML 
The black flesh swdl'd about his sandaMhoi^ 
T^t with his painfbl postare, and his lean 
And withered fingers to his knees were deneh'd. 
And the thin ladies of his straining eye 
Lay with unwinking closeness to the lens^ 
8ti£fen*d with tense up-toming. Hoar by hoary 
0^ the stars melted in the flash (^mom, 
The old astrologer knelt moveless there, 
Baviab^d past pain with the bewildering spheres. 
And, hour by hour, with the same patient thought. 
Pored his pale scholar on the diaracters 
Of Ohaldee writ^ or, as his gaze grew dim 
With weariness^ the dark-eyed Arab laid 
His head upon the window and look'd forth 
Upon the heavens awhile, until the dews 
And the soft beauty of the silent night 
CooVd his flush'd eyelids, and then patiently 
lie tamed unto his constant task again. 

The sparry glinting of the Morning Star 
"' ot through the leaves of a majestic palm 
.ringing Mount Arafat, and, as it caught 
The eye of the rapt scholar, he arose 
And clasp'd the volume with an eager haste^ 
And as the glorious planet mounted on, 
Melting her way into the upper sky, 
He breathlessly gazed on her : — 
12 
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''Star of the alyerray 1 
Bright as a god, but punctual as a slave— 
What q>irit the eternal canop gave 

That bends thee to thy way ? 
What is the soul that^ on thine arrowy light, 
Is walking earth and heayen in pride to-night? 

" We know when thou wilt soar 
Over the mount — ^thy change, and place, and time- 
'Tis written in the Ohaldee's mystic rhyme 

As 'twere a priceless lore I 
I knew as much in my Bedouin garb- 
Coursing the desert on my flying barb I 

" How oft amid the tents 
Upon Sahara's sands I've walk'd ak>ne, 
Waiting all night for thee, re^lendent one I 

With what magnificence, 
In the last watches, to my thirsting eye, 
Thy passionate beauty flush'd into the skyl 

"Oh Gk)dl how flew my sOdl 
Out to thy glory — upward on thy ray — 
Panting as thou asoendedst on thy way, 

As if thine own control — 
This searchless spirit that I cannot find- 
Had set its radiant law upon my mind 2 

" More than all stars in heaven 
I felt thee in my heart 1 my love became 
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A ftejoEy, and oonsaiiied me with ito tbiba 

Ay, in the desert even— 
My dark-^yed Abrs eoorsing at my side— 
The star, not Abra^ was my qnrit's bride I 

"My Abra is no more I 
My 'deseiirbinl' is in a stranger's stall-— 
My tribe, my" tent — ^I sacrificed them all 

For this heart-wasting lore I— 
Tet, than all these, the thought is sweeter &f — 
Thou wert ateendant ai my hrth, hrighi siarf 

^ 1%e CSiaklee calls me <ft«PM— 
And m this breast^ that I most rend to bo 
A spirit npon wings of light like thee^ 

I feel that Hum art miM ! 
Oh Godf that these dull fetters would giro irwjf 
And let me forth to track thy silver ray t" 

♦ ♦ ♦ * Ben Ehorat rose 
And siIeDtly look'd forth upon the East 
The dawn was stealing up into the sky 
On its gray feet, the stars grew dim apaoe, 
And &de(^ till the Morning Star alone, 
Soft as a molten diamond's liquid fire, 
fiam*d in the heavens. The mom grew fireshUer^-. 
The ripper clouds were faintly touch'd with gold ; 
The fim-palms rustled in the early air; 
Da^ht spread cool and broadly to the hills; 
And still the star was visible, and stffl 
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The young astronomer with straining eye 
Drank its departing light into his soul 
It faded — smelted — and the fiery rim 
Of the clear sun came up, and painfuUy 
The passionate scholar press'd upon his eyes 
His dusky fingers, and, with limbs as weak 
As a sick child's, tum*d £unting to his couch, 
And slept. »»»»»♦ 



n. 

* ♦ It was the morning watch once more. 

The clouds Were drifting rapidly above, 

And dim and &st the glimmering stars flew throug:^. 

And as the fitful gust soughed mournfully, 

The abutters shook, and on the sloping roof 

Plaah'd, heavily, large, single drops of rain — 

And all was still again. Ben Khorat sat 

By the dim lamp, and, while his schc^r slept^ 

Pored on the Chaldee wisdom. At his feet, 

Stretch'd on a pallet^ lay the Arab boy, 

Muttering &st in his unquiet sleep. 

And working his dark fingers in his palms 

Convulsively. His sallow lips were pale. 

And, as they moved, his teeth showed ghastly througi^ 

White as a chamel bone, and — dosely drawu 

Upon his sunken eyes, as if to press 

Some frightful image from the bloodshot ballcK-* 

His lids a moment quivered, and again 
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\BeIax*d, iuJf open, in a calmer sleep. 
Ben Khorat gazed upon the dropping sands 
Of the departing hour. The last white grain 
Fdl through, and with the tremulous hand of age 
The old astrologer reyetsed the glass ; 
And, as the voiceless monitor went on, 
Wastii^ and wasting with the precious hour. 
He look'd upon it with a moving lip, 
And, starting^ tum'd his gaze up the heavens, 
Cursing the clouds impatiently. 

"Tis timer 
^utter'd the dying scholar, and he dash'd 
The tangled hair from his black eyes away, 
And, seizing on Ben Khorat*s mantle-folds^ 
He struggled to his feet^ and filing prone 
Upon the window-ledge, gazed stead&stly 
Into the East:—- 

** There is a doud between — 
She sits this instant on the mountain's brow, 
And that dusk veil hides all her gfory now-« 
Yet floats she as serene 

Into the heavens! Oh Qtodl that even so 

I could o*ermount my s{»rit-cloud, and go I 

** The doud begms to drift I 
Alial fling open I *tis the star — the sky f 
Touch me, immortal mother ! and I fly I 

Wider! thou cloudy rift 1 
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Let through I — such glory dhouM have ra^ant room f rt .■* 
Let through t — a star-child <m its light goes home I i 

"Speak to me, brethren bright I 
Ye who are floating in these living beams! 
Ye who have come to me in starry dreams t 

Ye who have wing'd the light 
Of our bright mother with its thoughts of flame— 
—(I knew it pass'd Ihrou^ taints as it came) — 

" Ten me I what power have ye ? 
What are the heights ye reach upon your wings 7 
What know ye of the myriad wondrous things 

I perish but to see ? 
Are ye thought-rapid ? — Cim ye fly as Bip— 
As instant as a thought^ from star to star ? 

" Where has the Pleiad gone ? 
Where have all missing stars* found light and hoins? 
Who bids the Stella Mirat go and come? 

* ** Miattng fltei^ «re often spoken of In the old books of a^rio«»«%nj. 
Hipparchus mentions one that appeared and vanished yerj Middenly * 
and in the beginning of the. sixteenth eentnry, Kepler discoTered a 
new star near the heel of the right foot of Serpentarlns, *^s» bd^t an4 
sparkling that it ezeeeded any thing he had erer seen befttra,** H# 
**took notice that it was every moment changing into some of the col- 
ors of the rainbow, except when it was near the horizon, when it waa 
generally white.** It disappeared in the following year, and has not 
been seen since. 

t A wonderfhl star In the nedk of the Whale, discovered bjr Ftfbal* 
Bins in the fifteenth centnry. It appears and disappears seven timea la 
ptx yean, and eontiniiei in the greatest lustre for fifteen daytf iof*tk«» 
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Why fdts the Pole-star lonet 
And whjy like banded astera, through the air 
Gk> in bright troops the consteflatioDs fair? 

^fienKhoratl dost thou mailc ? 
Tbe star! the star? By heaTenI thedood driftsoV! 
Gone— and I live I nay — wOl my heart beat mofe? 

Xiookl masterl 'tisaDdarkI 
Not a dear speck in heaven ?— ^«ny eyebaOs naodief t 
Break through the doudsonoe more! oh starry motherl 

*I wifl He down I Yet stay, 
The ma beats out the odor from the goms^ 
And strangely soft to-night the q)ioe-wind ocmest 

I am a diild alway 
When it is on my forehead ! Abra sweetl 
Woold I were in the desert at thy feet! 

"My baibl my glorious steed! 
Metifamks my soul would mount upon its tndt 
More fleetly, could I die upon thy bade 1 

How would thy thrilling speed 
Qnickenmy pulsel—Oh AQah! I get wild! 
Would that I were once more a desert child! 

"Nay-Hiay— .1 had forgot! 
My mother! my star mother! — ^Hal my breath 

1 1 ^more air ! Ben Kh<Mwt^ thiaia— death! 

Toudi me ! ^I fed you not! 
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Dying I — ^Farewell I good master ! — ^room I more rooml 
Abral I loved thee I star I bright star I I comer 

How idly of the hmnan heart we speak, 

Giving it gods of clay 1 How worse than vain 

Is the school homily, that Eden's finiit 

Caanot be phick*d too freely from " the tree 

Of good and evil*' Wisdom sits alone, 

Topmost in heaven ; — she is its light— its Otodl 

And in the heart of man she sits as high — 

Though grovelling eyes forget her oftentimes^ 

Seeing but this world's idols. The pure mind 

8ees her forever: and in youth we come 

]^'d with her sainted ravishment, and kneel, 

Worshipping Qod through her sweet altar-firefl^ 

And theais knowledge "good." We come too oftr— 

The heart grows proud with frilness, and we soon 

Look with licentious freedom on the maid 

Throned in celestial beauty. There she sita^ 

Bobed in her soft and seraph lovdines?. 

Instructing and forgiving, and we gaze 

Until desire grows wild, and, with our hands 

Upon her very garments^ are struck down. 

Blasted with a consuming fire from heaven I 

Yet^ oh I how full of music from her lips 

Breathe the calm tones of wisdom I Human praiao 

Is sweet — till fenvy mars it, and the touch 

Of new-won gold stirs up the pulses well; 

And woman's love, if in a beggar's lamp 

Twould bum, might light us clearly through the worid; 
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But Knowledge hatii • far more *wikleri]ig toogoe, 
And afae will stoop and leed yoa to the 8tai% 
A&d witch joa with her mysteries — till gold 
Is a forgotten dross, and power and &me 
Toys of an hour, and woman's careless Iotb, 
ligiit as the breath that breaks it He who biodi 
His soul to knowledge steals the key of heaveO'^^ 
But 'tis a bitter modceiy that the fruit 
May hang within his reach, and when, with thint 
Wrought to a maddening frenzy, he would i 
It burns his fips to ashes) 



THB WIFE*S APPEXti, 

*U)Te borrows greatlj from opinion. Pride, abore all tklof^ 
*»ngthens affection."*— £. L. Bitlwkb. 

Hi sat and read. A book with slyer dasps, 

All gorgeous with illuminated lines 

Of gold and crimson, lay i^n a frame 

Before him. 'T was a volume of old time ; 

And in it were fine mysteries of the stars 

Solved with a cunning wisdom, and strange Uionghta^ 

Half prophecy, half poetry, and dreams 

Clearer than truth, and speculations wild 

That touchM the secrets o^ your very soul, 

They were so based on Natore. With a fece 

(blowing with tbrnight, h£ pored upon the book. 
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The cnsyons of an Indian loom lay soft 

Beneath his limbe, and, as he tura'd the page. 

The sanlight, streaming through the curtain's fotd. 

Fell with a rose-tint on his jeweUM hand; 

And the rich woods of the quaint fumiturf 

Lay deepening their vein'd odors in the sun, 

And the stained marbles ai the pedestals 

Stood like a silent company — Yoltaire^ 

With an infernal sneer upon his lips; 

And Socrates, with godlike human love 

Stamped on his countenance; and orators 

Of times gone by that made them ; and old bards 

And Medicean Yenus, half divine. 

Around the room were shelves of dainty lore, 

And rich old pictures hung upon the walls 

Where the slimt light feli on them; and wrought gems^ 

Medallions, rare mosaics, and antiques 

From Herculaneum, the niches filled; 

And on a table of enamel, wrought 

With a lost art in Italy, there lay 

Prints of fair women, and engravings rare^ 

And a new poem, and a costly toy ; 

And in their midst a massive lamp of bronzo 

Burning sweet spices constantly. Asleep 

Upon the carpet couch'd a graceful hound, 

Of a rare breed, and, as his master gave 

A murmur of delight at some sweet line, 

He raised his slender head, and kept his eye 

Upon him till the pleasant smile had pass'd 

From his miid hpa, and then he slept agam. 
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The light beyond the crimaon folds grew disk, 
And the clear letters of the pleaaaut book 
Mingled and blurred, and the lithe hound rose op^ 
And, with his earnest eye upon the door, 
Listened attentively. It came as wont — 
The fall of a light foot upon the stair— 
And the fond animal sprang out to meet 
His mistress, and caress the ungloved hand, 
He seemed to know was beautiful She stoop'd 
Gracefully down and touched his silken ears 
Ag she pass'd in — then, with a tenderness, 
Hair playful and half serious, she knelt 
TJpoo the ottoman and pressed her lips 
Vpon her husband's forehead. 

She rose and put the curtain-folds aside 
From the high window, and looked out upon 
The shining stars in silence. '* Look they not 
Like Paradises to thine eye?" he said — 
But, as he spoke, a tear fell through the light — 
And — starUng from his seat — ^he folded her 
Close to his heart, and — with unsteady voice — 
Ask'd — ^if she was not happy. A faint smile 
Broke through her tears; and pushing off the hair 
From his broad forehead, she held back his head 
With her white hand, and, gazing on his face, 
Gave to her heart free utterance; — 

" ttappy ? — ^yes, dearest I — blest 
Beyond the limit of my wildest dream — 
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Too brigbt) indeed, mj bteasixigs erer seem; 

There lives not in my breast 
One of Hope's promises by Love mikept. 
And yet — forgive me, Ernest — ^I have wept. 

'^ How shall I speak of sadness. 
And seem not thankless to my God and thee 7 
How can the lightest wish but seem to be 

The very whim of madness ? 
Yet, oh, there is a boon thy love beside— 
And I will ask it of thee — in my pride I 

" List, while my boldness lingers I 
If thou hadst won yon twinkling star to hear thee— 
If thou oouldst bid the rainbow's curve bend near the 

If thou couldst charm thy fingers 
To weave for thee the sunset's tent of gold — 
Woiddst in thine ovm heart treasure it untold ? 

« If thou hadst Ariel's gift. 
To course the veined metals of the earth— 
If thou couldst wind a fountain to its birtl^— 

If thou couldst know the drift 
Of the lost cloud that sail'd into the sky — 
Wouldst keep it for thine own unanswered eye? 

" It is thy life and mine f — 
Thou, in thyself— and Z jl thee — misprison 
Gifts like a circle of bright stars unrisen-^ 

For thou whose mind should shine^ 
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Eminent as a planet's light, art here — 
Moved with the starting of a woman's tearl 

«I have toW o'er thy powers 
In secret) as a miser tells hk gold; 
I iziow thy ^Hrit calm, and true, and bold: 

Fyo watch'd thy lightest hooray 
And seen thee, in the wildest flush of jrooth, 
Toiidi'd with the instinct ravishment of troth. 

^' ThoB hast the secret strange 
To read that hidden book, the human heart ; 
Thou hast the ready writer's practised art ; 

Thou hast the thought to range 
The broadest circles Inteflect hath ran — 
And thou art God's best work — an honest man I 

'^ And yet thou slumberest here 
like a caged bird that never knew its pinions, 
And others track in glory the dominions 

Where thou hast not thy peer — 
Setting their weaker eyes unto the sun, 
And pluddng honor that thou shouldst have won. 

" Oh, if thou lovedst me ever, 
Xlmest, my husband 1 — ^if th' idolatry 
That lets go heaven to fling its all on thee— 

If to dismiss thee never 
In dream or prayer, have given me aught to daim — 
Heed me— oh, heed me! and awake to fame!" 
13 
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Her^s 
Qosed with an eameat sweetaoas, a&d ^ eafc. 
Glazing into liis eyes as if her look 
Search'd their dark orbs for answer. The warm blood 
Into his temples mounted^ and acroas 
His countenance the flush of passionate thoi^hts 
Pass'd with irresolute quidmess. He rose up 
Aud paced the dim room rapidly awhile, 
Calming his troubled mind ; and then he came 
And laid his hand upon her orb^d brow. 
And in a voice of heavenly tenderness 
Answer'd her : — 

" Before I knew thee, Mary, 
Ambition was my angel I did hear 
Eorever its witch'd voices in mine ear; 

My days were visionary — 
My nights were like the slumbere of the mad— - 
And every dream swept o'er i^e gloiy-dad, 

*^ I read the burning letter9 
Of warlike pomp^ on History's pag^, alone ; 
I counted nothing the struck widow's moan; 

I heard no clank of fetters ; 
I only felt the trumpet's stirring blast, 
And lean-eyed Famino stalk'd unchallenged pastf 

" I heard with veins of lightning 
The utterance of the Statesman's word of power^ 
Binding aiid loosing nations in an hour — 
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Batj wli3e my ejre was bri^t'mog^ 
A maak'd detraetum breathed vpoa his tuoBf 
And a cursed serpent slimed his written 



''The Pdet rapt mine ears 
With the transporting mnsio that he Bang, 
With fibres from his fife his lyre he strong^ 

And bathed the worid in tear»— 
And then he tom'd away to muse apart^ 
And Scorn stole after him — and broke his hearti 

** Yet here and there I saw 
One who did set the woiid at cafan defiance^ 
And press right onward with a bold relianoe ; 

And he did seem to awe 
The very shadows pressing on his breast, 
And, with a stron^^ heart, held himself at rest 

" And then I looked again — 
And^ie had shut the door u|Km the crowd, 
And on his face he lay and groaned aloud — 

Wrestling with hidden pain ; 
And in her chamber sat his wife in tears, 
And his sweet babes grew sad with whisper*d feani. 

"And so I tum'd sick-hearted 
Prom the bright cup away, and, in my sadness, 
oearch'd mine own bosom for some spring of gladneaa 

Andlol a fimntain started 
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Whose waAen ^^veB ts-^lMlii 4ew eafaD '«iid Jbsty 
And «^ 'idld fever-tiurai ^mis ^aktd jd kflL 

) " And then I atet thee, Mary, 

And felt how lovu (nmj into fidaeas fnonr, 
Like ligiit into a <foaDUan zumuDg o'§tz 

And S did liope to Taiy 
My life but irMi savpriset w wa at BS:&is-^ 

" Yet now I feel my spirit 
Bitterly stirred, aDd*-^4iaj, lift up ikf twowl 
It is tMne own moe whomg to ihee somr^ 

Afid thou didst pray to iNair it — 
I must unto my work and my Jtom hours j 
Take fixva my foom tli^lMtfpyiaDd iMoks^^fliyfreEt^t J 



41 ♦ 41 * » « J^;. 

And in his Toora again ^ sait alone. 
His frame had lost its^Oness m tharti tiaie; 
His manly features bad grown itfiafp and tfain. 
And from liis lips die eonsta&t smile bad Med. 
'W9d fires had bum*d the languor from hueyez 
The lids look'd fever'd, and the brow was bent 
With an habitual frown. He was mueh^haDged^ 
Bis dlin was resting on fas dlendi^ hand, 
And with his foot he beikt upon the floor, 
Unconsciously, the time of « sad 4uDe^ 
Thoughts of the past prey'd on him bitterly. 
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Be luul won power and held It Heliadwalk'd 
Steadily upward in the eye of Fame, 
And kept his truth unsullied — but his h.rBe 
Had been invaded by envenoni'd tongues ; 
His wife— his spotless wife — had been awail'd 
By slander, and his chfld had grown afraid 
To come to him — his manner was so stem. 
He could not speak beside his own hearth finely. 
His fiiends were half estranged, and vulgar men 
Presumed upon their servioes.and grew 
{"amiliar with him. He*d small time to slc^, 
And none to pcayj and, with his heart in Fetten^ 
He bore harsh iiuults silently, and bow*d 
«e?)ectfully to men who knew he loa&ed them! 
•^d, when his heart was eloquent with truth, 
And love of country, ,and an honest zeal 
Bum'd for expression^ he could find no words 
^ey would not misinterpret with their lies, 
^^t were his many honors to him now ? 
^e good half donibted, falsehood was so strong"^ 
Hisiome was hatelul with its cautious fears — 
His wife lay trembling on his very breast 
^rig^ted withfialumny I— And this is FAME! 
13* 
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HJBL AN IK. 



I STOOD on yonder rocky brow,* 

And marvell'd at ihe Sibyl's fane^ 
When I was not what I am now. 

My life was then untouched of pain; 
And, as the breeze that stirred my hair. 

My spirit freshened in the sky, 
And all things that were true and fidr 

Lay closely to my loving eye, 
With nothing shadowy between — 
I was a boy of seventeen. 
Ton wondrous temple crests lue rock- 
As light upon its giddy base. 
As stirless with the torrent^s shock, 

As pure in its proportioned grace, 
And seems a thing of air — ^as then, 
Afloat above this fairy glen ; 

But though mine eye will kindle stOI 
In looking on the shapes of art, 

The link is lost that sent the thrill, 
Like lightning instant to my heart 

* The utory Is told during » w»lk orouad ihe GasoftkellM of Tkv«ll. 

I 
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And tbns may break, befive we die^ 
Th' electric dum 'twixt eool and eye I 

Tea years — like yon bright valley, sown 

Alternately with weeds and flowers — 
Had swiftly, if not gaily, flown, 

And still I loved the rosy Hours ; 
And if there hirk'd within my breast 

Some nerve that had been overstrung 
And quiver'd in my hours of rest, 

I^e bells by their own echo rung, 
I was with Hope a masquer yet. 

And well could hide the look of sadness ,* 
And, if my heart would not forget, 

I knew, at least, the trick c^ gladness; 
And when another sang the strain, 
I miogled m the old re&ain. 

*Twere idle to remember now, 

Had I the heart, my thwarted schemes. 
I bear beneath this altered brow 

The ashes of a thousand dreams — 
Some wrought of wild Ambition's fingers^ 

Some colored of Love's pencil well — 
But none <^ which a shadow lingers, 

And none whose story I could telL 
Snough, that when I dimb'd again 

To Tivoh's romantic steep, 
Xiife had no joy, and scarce a pun, 
Whose wells I had not tasted deep; 
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And ftouLmy^ Kps^tfiatthiisil had paai^dl 
Pov every f^ont aowtt imm tiia. swertestr—aod the last 



The test— ttie last r Mf ftiexTdswerndteaxi^ 

Or Mse^ my mother in her grave ; 
Above my father's^ honoF*d- head J 

The sea had lodc'd: its^ hidtng* wa^et; i 

Ambition had but fbil'd' my gvaepr^ i 

And k>ve' had pen^'d- in my cla^ ; 1 

And stilly I say; I di4 not G^ack I 

My lover <i# lil^, and' hope of pl^tfun; 

But gatbeeed! my afifectionB back; 
And; as the' miser hugs- his tneasuie* 

When pikgue ano^ rain bid- Mm flee, 
I closer dung* to mioe-Hiiy loved) IbafeMdiiniei 

The last of the De>Bre>vteFni«oe,. 

My sister claimed no kinsman's care ; 
And, looking fnoxzr each other's &oe, 

The eye st^le upward^ nna/waore — 
For there was naught whereoa to lean 
Each other's heart Bsxi heaven betweew — 

Yet that was wori^d enough for me;. 
And, for a brief but blessed while, 

There seem'd no cave forMeianie 
If she ceuld see her brother smile It 

But life with, hev was at the^flow. 
And every wave, west sparkliikg higher, 

While mine: wa»^ ebbing,. &st abd low,} 
From the: same sh«»of vain deairej;. 
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And knew I, with propbeCie bev^ 
That we were weariog^ a.^ iaaenvbty apti^ 



We came to lulj. tCetL 

A yearning for its sonny skj; 
My very q>irit seemed to melt 

As sw^t its first warm breeses by. 
From lip and cbeek a chilling mist^ 

¥rom life and soul a frosen rime, 
By eyery breath seem'd aoftiy kiss'd— 

6od'« Uesaing on its radiant dime t' 
Jt was an endless joy to me 

To see my sister's new delight ;^ 
From Venice in its golden sea- 

To Poestara in its purple Ught — 
By sweet Yal d'Amo*s tinted hills— 

In Vallombrosa's convent' gloom- — 
^Mid Temi's vale of singing nils — 

By deathless lairs m solemn Rome^— 
In gay Palermo's " Gkdden Shell*" 
At Afethusa's» hidden weU — 

We biter'd like th' impassioned sun— 
That slept so bvingly on all^ 

And made a home of every one— 
Huin,. and fane, and waterfall-^ 

And crown'd the dying day with glory 
If we bad sean,«ince mom, but one old haunt of stoiy 

Digitized by Google 



IM WILLIS'S POKMB. 

We came with Spring to TiroC 

My sister loved it laaghing air 
And merry waters, though, for me, 
My heart was in another key; 

And sometimes I could scarcely bear 
The mirth of their eternal play, 

And, like a child that longs for home 
When weary of its holiday, 

I sigh'd for melancholy Rome. 
Perhaps — ^the &ncy haunts me stiUr-* 
'Twas but a boding sense of ilL 

It was a mom, of such a d^y 

As might have dawn*d on Eden first^ 
Early in the Italian May. 

Vine-leaf and flower had newly bursty 
And on the burthen of the air 
The breath of buds came faint and rare; 

And &r in the transparent sky 
The small, earth-keeping birds were seen 

Soaring deliriously high ; 
And through the clefts of newer green 

Ton waters dash'd their living pearls ; 
And with a gayer smile and bow 

Troop'd on the merry village-girls ; 
And from the Oontadino's brow 

The low-slouchM hat was backward thrown 

With air that scarcely seem'd his own ; 
And Melanie, with lips apart, 

^nd claspM hands upon my arm, 
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Rang open her impMBoii'd hmrij 

And bleas'd hk^B TOBte and braaithiii|f ehann^ 
And sang old eongB) and gathered flowen^ 
AndpuBioniitely blen'd onoe moroMfe's thriOing hounL 

In bappiDess and idleness 

We wandered down yon sonnj Tale — 
Oh moddng eyes I — a golden tress 

Floats back upon this sonuner galel 
A foot is tripping on the grass I 

k kagii rings merry in mine earl 
I see a boandii^ shadow pass I — 

God I my sster onee was here I 
Oome with me, friend I — We rested yon I 

There grew a flower she plodc'd and wore t 
She sat upon this mossy stone- 
That broken fountain nmmng o*er 
With the same ring, like silver beQs. 

She listened to its babbling flow, 
And sud, '' Perhaps the gossip tells 

Some fountain-nymph's love-story now I" 
And as her langh rang clear and wild, 
A youth — a painter — ^pass'd and smiFd. 

He gave the greeting of the mom 
With voice that lingered in mine oar. 

I knew him sad and gentle bom 
By those two words — so calm and dear. 

His frame was slight, his forehead high 
And swept by threads of raven bair^ 
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And her w«B pale MMt DMvblr&i^ 
And Greciba- chisel neves eaugfai 
The soul in those alight fe&tores wroudfit,. 

I watched his graceftil step of pride, 
Till hidden by yoi^leai^ng troe^ 

Aadlov^ed hkrt eve the eoiiO' died* 
And so, ala»l> didMelame I 

We sat and watoh'dthe fount awhile 

In silence, bob oiur thoughts, weie one/} 
And then aEoae, «id, ynJlh. a>smile 

Of s^pathy,, we sauntered on ; 
And die by sudden fits was f^y 
And, then, her lau^ter died awajc,. 

And in this^ohaiigefulBess^of mood^ 
(Forgotten now those Ma^-^iay q>ell8,) 

We tnrn'd where ¥arro's yilla-stoodi 
And gazing^ on^ the- CascoteUes, 

(Whose hurrying waters wild-and whit^ 

Seem noadden'd as they burst te ligh^) 
I chanced tkx turn my eyesaway,. 

And lo I upon a bank,, alone, 
The youthful painter, sleeping, lay ! 

His pendls on^ the grass were thrawxu. 
And. by his-'dde: a^ sketch was flung,. 

And near him- as I lightly crept^ 

To see the {HOture as he slept, 
Upon his feet he lightly ^^rung; 

And gMBi^ with a- wild surprise. 
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He said— And dcopp-'d his rimml ^w -^ 
^Forgive inel but I droaia'd oC Uim r 
Bia sketchy tlie wliile; wis kn aiy famd^ 

And^lbr the liiie& I look*d to trae» — 
A torrent by & pakce spaoiydy 
Half (dassic and- half fainj land 

I eelj^ found- myairtii^arfiioei 



Otir life waactmagedL. Another lonrt' 

In its leoe: woof begaa to^twiao;. 
But-ah r tte golden thread was; woTe 

Betumat^my sister's heast and minrl 
She who hdt irved fSor me before*^-^ 

She who had« smiled for me: alone^-* 
Would live ami smile for me no'morei 

The edio to* my heart was gond« 
It seem'd to me: the very skies 
Had shone tbcooga^ tnose-avevted eyMt; 

The air had hreaihed of bahnnHiMTflcwer 
Of radiant beauty asem'd to be^— 

But as flAs loved them, hour b}r houTij 
And murmiir^d of that love to mel 
Oh, though it be so heavenly high 

The selfishness of earth tho^ 
That^ of the watchers in the sky, 

He. sleeps who guards a^brothei^s love^-^ 
Though to a sister'S' presont wesil 
1.4 
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The deep devotioii far transcends 
The utmost that the soul can feel 

For eyea its own higher ends — 
Though next to Qod, and more than heaven 
For his own sake, he loves her, even — 

'Tis difficult to see another, 
A passing stranger of a day, 

Who never hath been friend or brother, 
Pluck with a look her heart away — 

To see the fair, unsullied brow, 
Ne'er kiss'd before without a prayer, 

Upon a stranger's bosom now, 
Who for the boon took little care — 

Who is enrich'd, he knows not why— 
Who suddenly hath found a treasure 

Qolccnda were too poor to buy. 
And he, perhaps, too cold to measure— 
(Albeit, in her forgetful dream, 
Th' imconsdous idol happier seem,) 

'Tis difficult at once to crush 
The rebel mourner in the breast^ 

To press the heart to earth, and hush 
Its bitter jealousy to rest — 

And difficult — ^the eye gets dim. 

The lip wants power — to smile on him I 

I thank sweet Mary Mother now, 

Who gave me strength tlKSe pangs to hide 

And touch'd mine eyes and lit my brow 
With sunshine that my heart belied. 
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I never ^>oke of wealth or noe 
To one who ask'd so much from nyi 

I looked but in my sister^s face, 
And mused if she would happier be; 

And hour by hour, and day by day, 
I bved the gentle painter more, 
And, in the same soft measure, wore 

My selfish jeabusy away ; 
And I began to watch his mood, 

And feel, with her, love's trembling care^ 
And bade God bless him as he woo'd 

That loving girl so fond and &ir. 

And on my mind would sometimes press 
A fear that she might love him less. 

Bat Melanie — ^I little droam'd 

What q>ells the stirring heart may movo— > 
Pygmalion's statue never seem'd 

More changed with life, than she with lovel 
The pearl-tint of the early dawn 

Flush'd into day-spring's rosy hue— 
The meek, moss-folded bud of mom 

Flung open to the light and dew — 
The first and half-seen star of even 
Wax'd clear amid the deepening heaven-** 

Similitudes perchance may be ! 
But these are changes oftener seen. 

And do not image half to me 
My sister's change of &ce and mien. 
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*Twas wiidea Itt ber very «r 
^nutfLove had paa^d and enter'-d there. 



IT. 

A calm vmd loveij paradise 

Is ItaJj, fo fiainds at ^ase. 
The sadness of its >8imi^ {^des 

Weighs Qot upon the iives lOf these. 
Tlie ruinM aitde, the crumlifog fime, 

'Tlie brokeB ^^ekmni, vast iind pnme— 
It may be joy — 'it may %e pain — 

An^ enoh wrecks to waflc akmel 
The saddest maa will sadder %e, 

The gentlest lover gentler there — 
As if, whatefW Ifee flpirit*s key, 

it «(pengt^feen'4 in <tliat SG^emn air. 

^!%e%ea(it'SOon ^^ws to moiimibl tiitiig^ 

And Italy has net a hreeae 
But T^omes on melancholy 'vmgs-; 

And even her tUHJestie teees 
Stand ghostlike In ihe OaBsar^ lM>me, 

As if their eoasoious -roots were set 
in ^e <^d graves of giant Rome, 

And drew 1;heir sap all Idngly yet 1 
And every stone yonr feet benea^ 

Is broken from some mighty Ihooght ; 
And senlptaFes Is 4he dnstiBtlll breatlie 

The fire with which their lines were wroug^it; 

Digitized by C^OOOlC 



WlLLI-8'8 Y^BMS. If] 

And sondei^iltvcd), itBd ^^ooAeM^cnA^ 
' Stin'tfiuiideri>adctlieedio,^*'fieiBer 

Yet, ga3y o'er figeria's fonat 

The ivy flings its emerald veil, 
And flowers grow ^ur on Ktmrn^s noont^ 

And l^fat-^nmng ardies span fiie dale; 
And 'soft, ^xnn OkracaUafs baths, 

iPbe ^herdsman's iKmg comes down^tiie breeM^ 
While dimb his gosts the giddy pafiis 

To grass-grown architraye and friezo , 
And graoefoHy AJband's hil 

Carves Into 4he liorizon's line ; 
And sweetly sings that dassic 1^7 

And &iily stands that iiameless shrine^ 
And here, cfti, many a sc^Hry noon 
And starry eve, Ihat happy ?une, 

tJame Angdo and Mdanie ! 
And earth for us was alH in tone — 
Por wlub Love tidk'd with them, Hope walk'd apart 
withmel 



Y. 

I iftnink from ihe embitter' d eleee 

Of ray own melandioly tsAe, 
TisloBg «nee I liave waked my - 

And iierre and voice together fiul { 
The thrdb beate fester at my brow, 

My %rm feds warm wHh starting ^ears, 
U* 
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And I shall weep-^but heed ziot thou 1 

'Twill soothe awhile the ache of years 1 
The heart transfix'd — ^wom out with grief- 
Will turn the arrow for relief 

The painter was a child of shame 1 

It stirr'd my pride to know it first^ 
For I had questioned but his name, 

And thought^ alas I I knew the worst^ 
Believing him unknown and poor. 
His blood, Indeed, was not obscure ; 

A high-bom Conti was his mother, 
But^ though he knew one parent's &ce^ 

He never had beheld the other, 
Nor knew his country or his race. 

The Boman hid his daughter's shame 
Within St. Mona's convent wall. 

And gave the boy a painter's name-* 
And litde else to live withal I 

And, with a noble's high desires 
Forever mounting in his hearty 

The boy consumed with hidden fires, 
But wrought in silence at his art ; 

And sometimes at St Mona's shrine, 
Worn thin with penance harsh and loiig^ 

He saw his mother's form divine. 
And loved her for their mutual wrong. 
I said my pride was stirr'd— but no I 

The voice that told its bitter tale 
Was touch'd so mournfully with wo^ 
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And, as he ceased, all deatU j pale^ 
He loosed the hand of Melanie, 
And gazed so gaspingly on me — 

The d^non in my bosom died! 
"Not thine,** I said, "another's goflt; 

I break no hearts for silly pride ; 
So, kiss yon we^>er if thou wiltl** 



8t Fiona's momiog mass was done, 

The shiine-lamps struggled with the day; 
And rissDg slowly, one by one. 

Stole the last worshippers away. 
The organist play'd out the hymn. 

The incense, to St Mary swung^ 
Had mounted to the cherubim. 

Or to the pillars thinly clung; 
And boyish chorister replaced 

The missal that was read no more, . 
And closed, with half irreverent haste^ 

Confessional and chancel door; 
And as, through aisle and oriel pane, 

I'he sun wore round his slanting beam, 
The dying martyr stirr'd again, 

And warriors battled in its gleam ; 
And costly tomb and sculptured knight 
Show'd warm and wondrous in the light 

I hare not said that Melanie 
Was radiantly fiur— 
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This earth again may neyer see 

A loTolmess so rare t 
She glided up St Mona's aisle 

That morning as a bride. 
And, fidl as was my heart the whifc; 

I bless'd her in my pride I 
The fount^n may not fail the less 

Whose sands are golden ore, 
And a sister for her loyeliness, 

May not be loved the more ; 
But as^ the fount's MI heart beneath^ 

Those gold^i sparkles shine, 
My sister's beanty seenv'd to breathe 

Its brightness over mine 1 

8t Mona has a chi^l dim 

Within the altar's fretted pale, 
Where fiuntly cx>mes the swelling hymiiy 

And dies^ half lost, the anthem's waH 
And here, in twilight meet for prayer, 

A single lamp hangs o'er the shrine, ' 
And Raphael's Mary, soft and ikir, 

Looks down with sweetness half divniB. 
And here Bt Mona's nuns alway 
Through latticed bars are seen to pray. 

Av^ and sacrament were o'er. 

And Angelo and Melanie 
Still knelt the holy shrine belbre; 

But prayer that mom was not iur inel 
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MyLeartwsskwk'dl The lip miglit itJ^ 

The frame might •gomap and ycty 
Oh QodI I could Mi pray Tor km-/ 
A. seal upon my brow was set — 
My brow ww bcrt^-my bnun oppress'd--* 
And fiends seem'd muttering Yomd, ^ roar bridal if 
unbleat r 

With fbr^iead to the lattice laid, 

And thin, white fingers ttraiiuog through^ 
A nun the while had soiUy pra/d. 

Oh, even in prayer that voice I knew I 
^h Altering wordr-^^ach moumfidi tone— • 

Bach {heading cadeoee^ half snppren'd^ 
Such music had Us like alone 

On 1^ that stole it her breast ! 
And ere the orison was done 
I loved the mother as &e son I 

And new; te marriage vowv to hmR; 

The nun unveil'd her brow— 
When, sudden, to my startled ear, 
There crept a whisper, hoarse like fear, 

^'DeBrevemf isUthaur 
The priest let fall the golden ring. 

The bridegroom stood aghast, 
While, like some weird and frantic thing. 

The nun was muttering fast; 
And as, in dread, I nearer drew, 
&e thrust her arms the lattice through, 
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A&d held me to her straining view — 

But suddenly begun 
To steal upon her brain a lig^t 
That staggered soul, and sense, and sig^t^ 
And, with a mouth all ashy white, 

She shnek*d, ''ItishiBwn! 
The bridegroom U thy bhod^thy hroHherf 
EodoHph de Brevem wrong' d his mother P* 

And, as that doom of love was heard. 
My sister sunk — and died— without a sign or word I 



I shed no tear for her. She died 

With her last sunshine in her eyes. 
Earth held for her no joy beside 

The hope just shattered — and she Ues 
In a green nook of yonder dell ; 

And near her, in a newer bed, 
Her lover— brother — sleeps as well I 

Peace to the broken-hearted dead! 
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LORD IVOV AND HIS DAUGHTER. 



**Do6tthooclMptBe 
A love like ihit t A Iftdy should not aoorn 
One soul that loves her, however lowlj it be.** 



LORD IVON. 

How beantiiul it is I Come here, my daughterl 
la't not a fijce of most bewildering brightness ? 

ISIDORE. 

The features are all fair, sir, but so cold — 
I could not love such beautj I 

LORD IVON. 

Yet) e'en so 
^ty thy lost mother, Isidore I Her brow 
I^ like this — ^her lips thus delicate. 
Yet icy cold in their dight vermeQ threads — 
Her neck thus queenly, and the sweepmg curve 
Thus matchless, from the small and "pearl round ear 
To the o'er-polish*d shoulder. Never swan 
^)ream*d on tue water with a grace so calm ) 

ISIDORE. 

And was she proud, wr? 
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LORD IVON. 

Or I had not loved heii 

ISIDORE. 

Then rans my lesson wrong. I ever reaa 
Pride was unlovely. 

LORD rvoK. 
Dost thou prate already 
Of books, my little one ? Nay, then, 'tis time 
That a sad tale were told thee. Is thy bird 
Fed for the day 7 Canst thou forget the rein 
Of thy beloved Arabian for an hour, 
And, the first time in all thy sunny life, 
Take sadness to thy heart ? Wilt listen, sweet ? 

ISIDORE. 

Bang I not ever on thy lips, dear father ? 

LORD IVON. 

As thou didst enter, I was musing here 
Upon this picture. 'TRs the face of one 
I never knew ; but, for its glorious pride, 
I bought it of the painter. There has hung 
Ever the cunning curse upon my soul 
To love this look in woman. Not the flower 
Of all Arcadia, in the Age of Oold, 
LooT^d she a shepherdess, would be to me 
More than the birds are. As th' astrologer 
Worships the half-seen star that in its ^here 
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Dreams not <if him, and tnunples oa the filj 
That flings, unaak'd, its ficagcaooe in his way. 
Yet both (as Are the high-born and the low) 
Wrought of the same fine Hand — bo, daringlf , 
Ylew mj bof-hc^>es beyond me. Ton aie hera 
In a brave palace^ Isidore! The gem 
That sparkles in yoar hair imprisons fight 
Drunk in the flaming Orient; and gold 
Waits on the bidding of those girlish lips 
In measure that Aladdin never knew. 
Yet was I— lowly bomi 

BIDOBS. 

Xiordlvont 

LOBD tvov. 

Ay, 
Yon wonder; but I tell you that the lord 
Of this tall palace was-« peasant's child f 
And, kK>king sometimes on his &ir domain, 
Thy sire bethmks him of a sickly boy, 
Nursed by his mother on a mountain side, 
His only wealth a book of poetry, 
With which be diuly crept into the sun, 
To cheat sharp pains with the bewildering dream 
Of beauty he had only read of there. 

ismoBS. 

Have yon te wjhime «ti]]| sir ? 
15 
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LORD lYON, 

Twasthegia 
Of a poor scholar wandering in the hills^ 
Who i>itied my sick idleness. I fed 
My inmost soul upon the witching rhyme-^ 
A silly tale of a low minstrel boy, 
Who broke his heart in singing at a bridaL 

lamoRi. 
. Loved he the lady, sir ? 

LORD ITON. 

So ran the tale. 
How wen I do remember it I 

ISIDOBS. 

Alasl 
Poor youth I 

LORD ITOH. 

I never thought to p% him. 
The bride was a duke's sister ; and I mused 
Upon the wonder of his daring love, 
Till my heart changed within me. I became 
I(estle8S and sad ; and in my sleep I saw 
Beautiful dames all scornfully go by; 
And one o'er-weary mom I crept away 
Into the glen, and, flung upon a rock, 
Over a torrent whose swift, giddy waters 
Fin*d me with energy, I swore my aoui 
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To bettiisr that &Ise yinon, if there were 
Manhood or fii^ within my wretched frame. 
I turned me homeward with the sunset hoar. 
Changed— 4br the thought had conquered even 
And Tjoy poor mother checked her busfy wheel 
To wonder at the st^ with whidi I oame. 

Oh, heavens I that soft and dewy April eye, 
When, in a minstrel's gaih, but with a heart 
As lo^ as the marble riiafts uprear^d 
Beneath the statety portico, I stood 
At this ssme palace door I 

ISIDOBB. 

Our own I and yoa 
A minstrel boy 1 



LOBD lYON. 

Yes^I had wander'd fiu: 
Since I shook off my sickness in the hills, 
And, with some cunning on the kite, had leMii'd 
A subtler lesson than humility 
In the quick school of want A menial stood 
By the Egyptian sphinx ; and when I came 
And prayed to sing beneath the balcony 
A song of love for a &ir lady's ear, 
He insolently bade me to begone, 
listening not, I swept my fingers o*er 
The strmgs in prdude, when the baae4)orn ^«e 
Stradcmet 
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BflMit with waiidei^ I lesigii'd the lurd 

To iMrwluto hands: and, with a lapid Ukm^^ 

And ttp0 alxeadf doqaeat of love, 

TaroM th« iteiige choioe to a stmilitade 

Of mj own %Uxj. Bet dight^ hai^y lip 

OurI'd At the warm recital of my wraog^ 

And on thd Wory oral of her oheek 

The roiM ilnshV Adeep^red; 

And firom thft was «t 1 
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Art wmrj of mmj tafe? 



Foiefcrjii^i 
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Imposfi&blel 

Ii<mD lYOX. 

I dish'd my lute 
Into Ids fine^ nd oW the thceshokLflev; 
And threading rapidly the k^y rooms, 
Sought viMf for his master. Soddenlj 
A Tdag tuah'd o'er me, and a radiant girl, 
Young as myielC but fiuier than the dnsam 
Of my most inid inugming, sprang forth, 
Chasing a dove, that 'wilder*d with pniaul^ 
9 Dropp'd breathless on my bosom. 

ismoRB. 
Nay, dear &&err 
Was't so mdeed 7 

lOVD ITOH. 

I thadk'd n^ blessed 4ter! 
JLod, as the fidiv tmnseendent creature stood 
Silent with wonder, I resigned the bird 
To her white haAds : and, witi^i a rapid tho«^;)i|^ 
And lips already eloquent of love, 
TumM the strange chance to a similitttde 
Of my own story. Her slight^ haiqifaty i^ 
Curi'd at the warm redtal oi my wrongs 
And on the ivory oval of her cheek 
The rose flu*M outward with a de^f^er red; 
And from that hour the minstrel was -at 1 
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A»d horse and hotuid wera hk, Mid WMM n^lii enMi 
The minioa of Che noble h$dj Ckre. 
Art weftiy of 1117 tale ? 



Dearfktherl 

LOBD IVOH. 

WeQI 
iL vaxnmor, snd ft wuilec, and a spriog; 
Weat over me like brief Asd noCelew howL 
Forerer Ml the side of one who grew 
With ererjr mom more beautiful ; the slaye^ * 
Wnfing and makk, of eVerj idle whim; 
Singing fi»r no one's bidding but her own, 
j|»d tiien a song from mf own pasmonate ke«ty 
Sung with a lip of fire, but erer named 
As an old rhyme that I had chanced to hear ; 
Biding beade her, sleeping at her door^ 
D<Hng her maddest bidding at the risk 
Of life— what marvel if at last I grew 
Preswnptuous? 

A messenger one mom 
Spurred through the gate — " A revel at the ooortl 
And many minstrels^ come from many lands, 
Will try theur harps in presence of the king; 
And 'tis the royal pleasure that my lord 
Come with the yoong and lovely Lady Olai% 
15* 
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Bobed as the queen of Faeiy, who rimU crown 
The victor with his bays." 

Pass over all 
To that bewildering day. She sat enthroned 
Amid the court; and never twilight star 
Sprang with such sweet surprise upon the eye. 
As she with her rare beauty on the gaze 
Of the gay multitude. The minstrels changed 
Theur studied songs, and chose her for a theme ; 
And ever at the pause all eyes uptom'd 
And led upon her loveliness. 

The last 
Long lay was ended, and the silent crowd 
Waited the king^s award — ^when suddenly 
The sharp strings of a lyre were swept without^ 
And a clear voice daim'd hearing for a bard 
Belated on his journey. Mask'd, and dad 
In a long stole, the herald led me in. 
A thousand eyes were on me : but I saw 
The new-throned queen, in her high place, alone; 
And, kneeling at her feet, I pressed my brow 
Upon her footstool, till the images 
Of my past hours rush'd thick upon my brain ; 
Then, rising hastily, I struck my lyre ; 
And, in a story woven of my own, 
I so did paint her in her loveliness — 
Pouring my heart all out upon the lines 
I knew too faithfully, and lavishing 
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The hoarded fire of a whole age of love 
Upon each paaaioiiate word^ that^ as I sunk 
Exhausted at the dose, the ravished crowd 
Flung gold and flowers on my still quivering lyre; 
And the moved monardi in his gladness swoie 
There was no boon beneath his kingly crown 
Too high for such a minstrel! 

Did my star 
Speak in my fainting ear 7 Heard I the king ? 
Or did the audible pulses of my heart 
Seem to me so articulate 7 I rose, 
And tore my mask away ; and, as the stole 
Dropped from my shoulders, I glanced hurriedly 
A look upon the face of Lady Clare. 
It was enough I I saw that she was changed — 
That a brief hour had chill'd the open child 
To calculating woman — that she read 
With cold di^easure my o'er-daring thought; 
And on that brow, to me as legiUe 
As stars to the rapt Arab, I could trace 
The socMii that waited on me I Sick of life^ 
Yety even then, with a half-rallied hope 
Prompting my filtering tongue, I blindly knelt^ 
And okim'd the king's £Eur promise — 

ISIDOBE. 

For the hand 
OfLadyOare? 
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No, sweet one — for a sfrord. 



Too surely spoke to ber 7 

. LOBD ITON. 

I saw her face 
Ko more for years. I went unto the wars ; 
And wheB again I sought that palace doac^ 
A glory heralded the minstrel boy 
That monaidis might haye envied. 

I8ID0B1. 

Wasshetbofe? 

XOBD ITOir, 

Yes— and^OGodt howbcaotifnll Tbelast^ 
The Tvpes^ seal of lorelinesS) was set 
tfpon her form ; and &e all-gk)riovis pride 
That I had worahipp'd on her girlish hpy 
When her scared dove fled to me, was matured 
Into a queenly gnoe ; and ndUeoess 
Was bo^md like a tiara to her brow. 
And every motion breathed of it Tbeiv Ihngd 
Nothing on earth so ravishingly fiur, 

ismoBB. 
And yon still loved her 7 
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I had perOrd life 
In every shape— liad bslflBd on thesea. 
And burnt upon the daeerty and oatgooe 
Spirits most mad for ^ory, with this one 
Overmastering hope tipon me. Honor, fiune^ 
QM, even, were as dnst beneath my feet; 
And war w«b my disgosty though I bad sottghi 
Its horrors like a bloodhound — fbr her praise. 
Hy Me was drunk up with the love of her. 

isnx>iuB. 
And now she sconfd yon xx>t ? 

aow ivoK 

Wbrse, Udoief 

She pitied mel I did not need Jk voiee 
^ To tell my love. She knew her sometime minioit— 
And felt that.^e should never be adored 
With such idolatry as his, and n^'d 
That hearts so tiTie beat not in palaces — 
But I was po<»', yntitk afi mj bright renown, 
And lowly born; and she — ^the Lady Clare 1 

IBIDOBB. 

She ootdd not teO you this 7 

MMtD IVUN. 

8fae broke my hean 
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As kindlj as the fiaber hooks the wonn-- 
Htjiug me the while I 

I8ID0BB. 

And you — 

LOBD lYOir. 

Lived on I 
But the rememhrance irks me, and-my throat 
Chokes with the utterance I 

ISIDORE. 

Dear father 1 

LORD ITON. 

Nay- 
Thanks to sweet Mary Mofiher, it is past; 
And in this worid I shall have no more need 
To speak of it 

ISIDORE. - « 

But there were brighter days 
In store. My mother and this palace — 

LORD ITOM. 

You outrun * 
My tale, dear Isidore I But 'tis as well 
I would not linger on it 

Twenty years 
From thb heart-broken hour, I stood again, 
An old man and a stranger, at the door 
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df this same palace. I had been a daye 

For gold that time ! My star had wrought with met 

And I was richer than the wizard king 

Throned in the mines of Ind. I oould not look 

On my innomerable gems, the glare 

Pain*d so my sun-struck eyes! Mygoldwasooimtleas 



iLnd Lady Clare? 

LORD ITON. 

I met upon the threshold 
Her very self— all youUi, all loveliness — 
So like the fresh-kept picture in my brain, 
That for a moment I forgot all else, 
And staggerM back and wept She pass'd me by 
With a cold k>ok— 

ismoBi. 

Ohi not the Lady Glare t 

LORD ivoir. 
Her dongfater, yet herself I But what a change 
Watted me here I My thin and grissled locks 
Were fairer now than the young minstrel's 
My suo-bumt visage and contracted eye 
Than the gay soldier with his gallant mien I 
Jfy words were wit^ my looks interpreted ; 
.And Lady CHare^— I tell you, Lady Glare 
I^eaa'd fondly — fondly I on my wasted arm. 
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Gk)d1 h(3fW eliMnged my naftere with itfi ihisf 
I, thttt Ind been all love and tendaness — 

The tniesi taiA most gentle heart, tOI now, - ' 
That ever beat^-grew soddenly a devil I 

1 bought m^ lands, and titles, and reeei^red 
Hen's hotnagei with a RBOoth hypocrisy ; 
And — ^you will scarce believe me, Isidore— 

I suffered them to wile their peerless daugbtex^ 
The image and the pride of Lady Ckce 
To wed me I 

I8ID0RI. 

8ir I yoa did Bot 

JiORD lYOKtf 

Ayf I SKW 
Th' indignant angi^ when her soothfir fini 
Broke the repulsive wish, and the degrees 
Of shuddering reluctance as her mind 
Adaitled the kiloxioatin^ tales 
Of wealth unlimited. And when she looked 
On my age-stricken features, and my form, 
Wasled beibre its time, and tnm'd away 
To hide fhom me her teais^ her very mother 
Whiqier'd the cuised comfort m her ear 
That made her what she is I 

lODOBE. 

You could not wed her, 
Knowing an this! 
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LOKD ITOK. 

I felt that I bad lost 
My life ebe. I had wnm^, for forty yeara^ 
My frame to its last withers ; I had fltmg 
My boyhood's fire away — the energy 
Of a most sinless youth — ttie toil, and fret, 
And agony of manhood. I bad dared, 
Fought^ su£fer*d, slaved — and never for an hour 
Forgot or swerved from my resolve ; and now— 
With the delirious draught upon my lips — 
I>asb down the cup I 

IBIDORS. 

Tet she had never wrong'd yoq f 

LORD nroN. 
Thou'rt pleading for thy mother, my sweet child I 
And angels hear thee. But^ if she was vn*ong*d, 
The an be on the pride that selb its blood 
Coldly and only for this damning gold. 
H&d I not ofifer'd youth first ? Came I not, 
With my hands brimm*d vrith glory, to buy love— 
And was I not denied? 

ISIDOBS. 

Yet, dearest iathei^ 
They forced her not to wed ? 

U>BD IVOK. 

Ieidl*dherbaok 
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Myself from the churdi threshold, and, before 

Her mother and her kinsmen, bade her swear 

It was her own free choice to marry me. 

I show*d her my shrmik hand, aud bade her tiilak 

If that was like a bridegroom, and beware 

Of perjuring her chaste and spotless soul, 

If now she loved me not 

ISIDORE. 

What said she, sir ? 

LORD IVOM. 

Oh ! they had made her even as themselves ; 
And her young heart was colder than the slab 
IJnsunn*d beneath Pentelicus. She press'd 
My withered fingers in her dewy clasp, 
. And smiled up in my face, and chid " my lord? 
For his wild fancies, and led on ! 

ISIDORE. 

And no 
Misgiving at the altar ? 

LORD rvoir. 

None ! She swoi^ 
To love and cherish me till death should part ua^ 
With a voice clear as mine. 

ISIDORE. 

And kept it, father I 
Xn mercy tell me so ! 
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LOBD IVOII. 

JShe Uve§j my daughter f 

Long ere my babe was born, my pride had ebb*d 
And Jet my heart down to its better ibonts 
Of tend^neas. I had no friends — not one I 
My lov^e gosh'd to my wile. I r&ck'd my brain 
To find her a new pleasm« every hoar — 
Yet not with me — ^I feared to humt her ^el 
Only at night, when she -was slumbering 
la aU her beauty, I would put away 
The curtaiDs tiU the pale night-lamp dKne on hei; 
And watch her thro^;h my tears. 

One night her lips 
Parted as I gazed on them, and the name 
Of a young noble, who had been my guest^ 
Stole forth in broken murmura I let fall 
The curtains silently, and left her there 
To slumber and dream on ; and gliding forth 
Upon the terrace, knelt to my pale star, 
And swore, that if it pleased the God of light 
To let me look upon the unborn diild 
Lying beneath her heart, I would but press 
One kiss upon its lips, and take away 
Ify-life— 4hat was a blight upon her yearsL 



I was that child! 
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LORD IVOK. . 

Yea — and I heard the cry 
Of thy small " piping mouth" as 'twere a call 
From my remembering star. I waited only 
Thy mothei^s strength to bear the common shock 
Of death witlun the doors. She rose at last^ 
And, oh ! so sw^eetly pale I And thou, my cbSd) 
My heart misgave me as I look'd upon thee ; 
But he was ever at her side whose name 
She murmur'd in her sleep ; and, lingering oa 
To drink a little of thy sweetness more 
Before I died, I watch'd their stolen love 
Aj9 she had been my daughter, with a pure, 
Passionless joy that I should leave her soob 
To love him as she would. I know not how 
To tdl thee more. * * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

♦ ♦ * Come, sweet I she is not worthy 
Of tears like thine and mine ! 

***** She fled and left me 
The very night I The poison was prepared — 
And she had been a widow with the mom 
Rich as Gk)lconda 1 As the midnight chimed. 
My star rose. Gazing on its mountmg orb^ 
I raised the chalice — but a weakness came 
Over my heart ; and, taking up the lamp^ 
I glided to her chamber, and removed 
The curtains for a last^ a porting look 
Upon my child. ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ # 
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I could have fekahe had « motfwc'ft beari^ 
And dniald the chslioe still I o«dd not Imm« 
My babe alona m such, a heuHoH Viodd I 
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I tMiW. Qot if the tHiBshine ' 

The world is dark since thou art goael 
The h^ufs are^ ohi 80 leadeo-faoedl 

. Tk^ hirds sioig^ and the stars float on, 
Bat sing npt w^ aad look not fiiir-^ 
A.veigbfc is ia the aimuner air, 

And sacbeas in the a^^tof Aqwwi; 
And if I go where others Boaile^ 

Their love b«t makes me think of oura^ 
And heavier gsU mj heart the while. 
Like one upon a desert iate, 

I langtiudi of liie aweary hours; 
I never thought a life coM be 
St flung upOtt one hope^ as mine, dear love^ on theel 

I adt and walch the summer sl^ 

There comes ackiud Ihrough ^eavevt akma; 
A thnnmad ftars aie shkiing IMg>>r- 
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It feeb no light) hot darkles on t 
Yet now it neare tbe lovelier moon ; 

And, flushing through its fringe of snom; 
There steals a rosier dje, and soon 

Its bosom is one fiery glow I 
The Queen of Light within it lies I 

Yet mark how lovers meet to parti 
The doud already onward flies, 

And shadows sink into its hearty 
And (dost thou see them were thouHKf) 

Fade fystj fade all those glorious dyesl 
Its light) like mine, is seen no more, 
And, like my own, its heart seems darker t^an before' 

Where press iius hour those fiury feet? 

Where k>ok this hour those eyes of Uae? 
• What music in thine ear is sweet ? 

What odor breathes thy lattice through ? . 
What word is on thy lip ? what tooe-— 
What look — replying to thine own ? 
Thy steps along the Danube stray-— 

Alas ! it seeks an orient sea I 
Thou would not seem so fiff away 

Flowed but its waters back to me I 
I bless the slowly coming moon 

Because its eye look'd late in thine 1 
I enyy the west wind cf June 

Whose wings will bear it up the Rhine ; 
The flower I press upon my brow 
Were sweeter if its like perfumed thy fhanihflr Ao 
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FRAGHKVT OV A POIM» 

^mwxrtmx vos ▲ mothkb, Arm nn dbatb or ▲ bslotip a3i» 
BBAUTirvL DAiranrBB. 



That she we k>yed is wUh ui, here, no moi^ 
We tearfuHj and nKNirnfuUy siaj say— 
Bat not so mournfully that she is gone, 
like one nptilted in a maroh by nighty 
And borne on, to the morning^ 'tis to hat 
Bat an unwearied minute to the dawn ; 
While we, with torn kei, on the darkling way, 
FoBow to that same home, where she's at rest 
Waiting to give us welcome. Oh sad mother, 
The Yoioe^ within the bqH lips where your lovo 
^Look'd ibr its music, is aU bush'd, we know! 
The roses that it parted have grown pale. 
Bat Ihe same Yoioe, with its aocustom'd tonesi 
Xends to her sweet thoughts utterance where she is; 
And oh, while, in the softer air of Heaven, 
It onleams only its complaimng — say !■— 
Is't well to wi^ that, even to the ears 
That cannot sle^ with aching for its musio^ 
^were audible again? ♦ ♦ ♦ 
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** I sleep, but my heart wakoth." 

♦ * ♦ Death's blight Upon the brow— 
Qis iron h^d's^cold impreag on tbe lip^ 
ire not alike relentless unto alL 
Not alwA^ when nmde ready fi>r the gnirre, 
Are the beloved ones beant^ ne more. 
Nor all alike to the bright thioDg who wait 
To give the weloome at the gate of heaven, 
Seem the plde oomera from this world away. 
And they, — th^ tovelieet to die eyes that moum,^- 
They,, of the blest throng of the ski-forgiveii) 
Who fidrest seem to angel»--eeldom they 
Were of the hving who. are oaMed oMSt faii^-* 
Seldom the young, the gifted, or the strong. 
But thet whom fitt iob the poor has KEPt 

TeHDEH of BIABT — THESE, WITH THKR PAHTIIMI BBSAT^ 

Put otf TSB saihtlt bkautt or the bb^estI 
For, oh how well that miracle is known 
To those who oftenest k>ok upon the dead:-<* 
That, when- life's chang^g features first are vlill—- 
When firsts with death's tran^Murent eakn, we see 
Through the far depths what pearl was hidden there- 
Then, o'er the features of the blest ones ** known 
For their good works," like Dorcas — those whose ''alms 
Are in remembrance before God," like his 
To whom the " angel in bright clothing ** came, 
^RNEUus the centurion — ^there beams 
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Light^ from the wmrra heart that was shrined within—* 
Light from the teembUng of the pi^og tear, 
Th' aadying lamp lit for the sad and lonel 
And by that light — a snuU upon the %m, 
Unqumiked hy UfS» hd <^ofty— we know 
That such ace they who are beloved of Ood :-«* 
Made &irer even in Death's icy sleep, 
By the unwearied " waking of the lieart** 
Which smiles as th^ go beaotifal to Hesren. 



WAUnrehDREAM IV BICKlfKflB* 

(TALB OOLLBQB, 1821.) 

Tm night creeps wearily^ I lit my lamp 

To hide the brightness of that morning star 

Tbat mock^ me with a sleeplessness like mine-* 

Coldly and glitteringly apart and lone I 

Eow anlike life it is — ^this sickness- waking 1 

Conscious of life*s enfeebled fink no more 

The soul feels death-released ; and, as the star 

Wakes not the colors of earth's slumbering flowers, 

Kor warms the daricness of the mountain brow 

From which so pathlessly it soars away, 

So, with strange lid, unnaturally bright, 

The sick man's thought soars tracklessly and fkc : 

The pale cheek on the piBow, and the pulse 

Of the sad silent heart, made deathlier only 

By thought in which thek fidntness has no tfiare ! 
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UHSEBS SPIRITS. 

The shadows laj alpug Broadway, 
'Twas near the twilight-tide — 

And slowly there a lady fiur 
Was walking in her pride. 

Alone walked she ; but, viewlessty. 
Walked spirits at her side. 

Peace charmed the street beneath her feet. 

And Honor charm*d the air ; 
And all astir look'd kind on her, 

And calVd her good as fair — 
For all Gk)d ever gave to her, 

She kept with chary care. 

She kept with care her beauties rare 

From lovers warm and true — 
For her heart was cold to all but gold, 

And the rich came not to woo- 
But honored well are charms to sell 
If priests the selling do. 

Now walking there was one more fair — 

A slight girl, lily-pale ; 
And she had unseen company 

To make the q>irit quail — 
'Twixt Want and Scorn she walk'd forlorn. 

And nothing could avail. 
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No memj iy>w can dear her brow 

For this woridV peace to pray ; 
For, as love's wild prayer diasolyed in air, 

Her woman's heart gave way I — 
But the sin forgiven by Christ in heaven 

By man is cursed alway ! 



TO CHARLES ROUX, OF SWITOKRliAHD. 

(wKirrsN m h» album whwt hs was thb autiiok's i^ohbb at 

MODBBM LANOUAOn, TAJUB OOLLIOB, 1827.) 

I WOULD not leave that land, if I were thou - 
That glorious land of mountain and of flood, 

Whereon is graven Gk>D. 
As if its hiUs were chosen for Earth's brow, 
And its loud torrents gave the words he q>oke, 

Leaping from rock to rock. 

I would not leave it — for its children gave 
Their blood like water, for a word, "be free I** 

Their last breath, " Libebtt I" 
Till Switzeriand was made a mighty grave— 
A land where heroes like a harvest fell — 

The land of William Tell. 

I would not leave it : — yet the holy wing 
Of freedom shadoweth this land, as thine 1 

And when I call it " mine," 
I make m3rself greater than a king. 
We welcome freemen — and we welcome tbe»- 

Dwdl with lie, and ^b tuem I 
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THB CONFESSIONAL. 

** When tbon hast met with careleM hearts and ocM, 
Hearts that young love may touch, but never hold— . 
Not changeless, as the loved and left of old— 
Benicmber me — remember me— 
I passionately pray of theet** 

Ladt £. S. WottTura 

I THOUGHT of thee — I thoaght of thee. 

On ocean many a weary night — 
When heared the long and sullen sea, 

With only waves and stais in fdght. 
We stole along by isles of balm. 

We {iiri'd before the coming gale^ 
We alq>t amid the breathless ealm. 

We flew beneath the straining sail-^ 
But thou wert lost for years to me, 
And, day and night, I thought of thee I 

I thought of thee — I thought of thee, 

In France — ^amid the gay saloon, 
Where eyes as dark as eyes may be 

Are many as the leaves in June — 
Where Hfe Is love, and even the sir 

Is pregnant with uz^MMionM thonghl^ 
And song and dance and music are 

With one warm meaning only frati^ii-^ 
My half-s&ared heart broke liglrtly free, 
And, with a Uusb, I tboii^ht of tbo9 1 



y Google 



I OMMghi oTtfaee— I tboogbt €f tbee, 

In PloMDoe,— 'wliire Oie tey bMrts 
Of Italy are breathed awaj 

In wonders 6f the deathless arts ; 
Where stra/s the Oontadina down 

Val d'Amo with a song of old ; 
Where dime and woman seldom frowDi 

And life runs over sands of gold ; 
I stray'd to lone Fiesol^ 
On many an eve, and thought of thee. 

I thought of thee — ^I thought of thee, 

In Borne, — ^when on the Palatine 
Kigh t left ^e Caesars' palace free 

To Time's forget&l foot and mine ; 
Or, on the Coliseum's wall, 

When moonlight touch'd the ivied stone, 
Beclining^ with a thought oi all 

That o'er this soene has come and gone— 
The shades of Bome would start and flee 
Unconsciously — I thought of thee. 

I thought of thee — ^I thought of thee, 

In VaJlombrosa's holy shade, 
Where nobles bom tiie friars be, 

By life*d rude chuigee humbler madei 
Here Milton framed his Paradise; 

I slept within bis very cell ; 
And, as I dosed my weary eyes, 

I thoo^t the oowl woc^ fit mo weH^^ 
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The ^doistera breathed, it seem'd to me^ 
Of beart's-ea8e-4)ut I thought of thee. 

I thought of thee — I thought of thee, 

In Venice,— oa a night in June ; 
When, through the city <^ the sea^ 

Like dust of silver slept the moon. 
Slow turn'd his oar the gondolier, 

And, as the black barks glided hj, 
The water to mj leaning ear 

Bore back the lover's passing sigh — 
It was no place alone to be — 
I thought of thee — ^I thought of thee, 

I thought of thee — I thought of thee, 

In the Ionian isles — ^when straying 
With wise Ulysses by the sea — 

Old Homer's songs around me playing; 
Or, watching the bewitch'd caique. 

That o'er the star-lit waters few, 
I listen'd to the helmsman Greek, 

Who sung the song that Si^pho knew-^ 
The poet's spell, the bark, the sea, 
All vanish'd — as I thought of thee. 

I thought of thee — ^I thought <^ thee, 
In Greece — ^when rose the Parthenoii 

Majestic o'er the Egean sea, 

And heroes with it, one by one; 

When, in the grove of Academe, 
Where Lais and Leontium «t»y'd 
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DiacasBmg Plato's myslic theme, 

I laj at Doootide in the shade*- 
The E^ean wind, the whiq)ering tree^ 
Had voices — and I thought of thea 

I thought of thee — ^I thought of thee, 

In Asia— on the Dardanelles; 
Where swiftly as the waters flee, 

Each wave some sweet old story tells ; 
And, seated by the marble tank 

Which sleeps by Ilium's ruins old, 
(The fount where peerless Helen drank, 

And Venus laved her locks of gold,)* 
I tbriD'd'such classic haunts to see, 
Tot even here^I thought of thee 

I thought of thee — I thought of thee, 

Where glide the Bosphor's lovely water8| 
All palace-lined from sea to sea ; 

And ever on its shores the daughters 
Of the delicious East are seen, 

Printing the brink with slipper'd feet. 
And oh, thp snowy folds between, 

What eyes of heaven your glances meet I 
Peris of light no fairer be — 
Yet — ^in Stamboul — ^I thought of thee. 

Fve thought of thee— fve thought of thee^ 
l!hrough change that teaches to forget ; 

• In the Scftuunider,— befor« oontendinK tot tihe prixe of bMatj ob 
^H^mii Id«. Ito head waters fill a beaatif ul tank nter the walU of Tr*- 
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1 

Thy face looks up from every sea^ 

In every star thine eyes are set, 
Though roving beneath Orient skies. 

Whose golden beauty breathes ci teai, 
I envy every bird that flies 

Into the &r and doiided West: , 

I think of thee— I think <^ theel 
Oh, dearest I hast thou thought of me 7 



. FLOREirCE GRAY. 

I WAS m Greece. It was the hour of nocnv 

And the Egean wind had dropped asleep 

Upon HyinettuSy and the thymy isles 

Of Salamts and Egina lay hung 

Like clouds upon the bright and breathless 8ea» 

I had climb*d up the Acropolis at mom, 

And hours had fled, as time will in a dream. 

Amidst its deathless ruins — ^for the air 

Is full of spirits in these mighty fanes. 

And they walk with you I As it sultrier grew^ 

I laid me down within a shadow deep 

Of a tall column of the Parthenon, 

And, in an absent idleness of thought, 

I sorawlM upon the smooth and marble baaei. 

Tell me, memory, what wrote I there ? 

l%e name of a twed chUd Ihnew at Borne/ 
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I was in Asda^ Twas a peerieas nigbt 
Upon the plains of Sardis^ and the moon, 
Touching my eyelids through the wind-etirc'd tent| 
Had witched me from my slumber. I arose 
And silently stole forth, and by the brink 
Of "gold Pactolus," where his waters bathe 
The bases of Cybele's columns fair, 
I paced away the hours. In wakeful mood 
I mused upon the storied past awhile, 
Watching the moon, that^ with the same mild eye^ 
Had look'd upon the mighty Lydian kings 
Sleeping around me — Croesus, who had heaped 
Within that mouldering portico his gold, 
And Gyges, buried with his viewless ring 
Beneath yon swelling tumulus — and then 
I loitered up the valley to a small 
And humbler ruin, where the undefiled* 
Of the Apocalypse their garments kept 
8potless ; and crossing with a conscious awe 
The broken threshold, to my spirit's eye 
It seem*d as if, amid the moonlight, stood 
"The angel of the church of Sardb" still I 
And I again passed onward, and as dawn 
Paled the bright morning-star, I laid me down 
Weary and sad beside the river's brink, 
And 'twixt the moonlight and the rosy morn, 
Wrote with my finger in the " golden sands.** 

• •• Thou bast a few names even in Sardfs which have not defiled 
tbefr garments: ami thej shall walk with me in white: for thej ai« 
wortbr.^— BeVeUtioc ilL 4. 
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Ten me, memory, what wrote I tkerel 
She name of the sweet child I knew at Rome! 

The dust is old upon my " sandal-shoon,** 
And still I am a pilgrim ; I have roved 
From wild America to Bosphor*s waters, 
And worshipp'd at innumerable shrines 
Of beauty ; and the painter's art, to me. 
And sculpture, speak as with a living tongue^ 
And of dead kingdoms I recall the soul. 
Sitting amid their ruins. I have stored 
My memory with thoughts that can allay 
Fever and sadness, and when life gets dim. 
And I am overladen in my years, 
Minister to me. But when wearily 
The inind gives over toiling, and with eyes 
Open but seeing not, and senses all 
Lying awake within their chambers dim, 
Thought settles like a fountain, still and dear* 
Far in its sleeping depths, as 'twere a gem, 
Tell me, memory, what shines so fair ? 
The face of ihe sweet child I knew cU Eome I 



THE PITY OF THE PARK POUNTAIIV. 

'TWAS a summery day in the last <rf' May- 
Pleasant in sun or shade ; 
And the hours went by, as the poets say, 
Fragrant and (air in their flowery way; 
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And a hoarse crept slowlj through Broadway — 
And the Fountain gaily play'd. 

The Fountain play'd right merrily, 
And the world looked bright and gay; 

And a youth went by, with a restless eye, 

Whose heart was ack and whose brain waa dry; 

And he pray*d to God that he might die — 
And the Fountain play'd away. 

Uprose ihe spray like a diamond throne. 

And the drops like music rang — 
And of tLose who marvelled how it shone, 
Was a proud man, left^ in his shame, alone ; 
And he shut his teeth with a smothered groan — 

And the Fountain sweetly sang. 

Aiid a rainbow spanned it changefully, 

iiike a bright ring broke in twain; 
And the pale, Mr girl, who stopped to see, 
Was sick with the pangs of poverty— 
And from hunger to guilt she chose to flee 

As the rainbow smiled again. 

With as fair a ray, on another day, 

The morning will have shone; 
And as little mark'd, in bright Broadway, 
A hearse will glide amid busy and gay, 
And the bard who sings will have pass'd away— • 

And the Fountain will play on I 
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"CHAMBER SCENE. »♦ 
[ax xxqubitb FionnuB in ths snmxo of ▲ Touva axtist at bomb.] 

She rose from her untroubled sleep, 

And put away her soft brown hair, 
And, in a tone as low and deep 

As lore's first whisper, breathed a prayer — 
Her snow-white hands together pressed, 

Her blue eyes sheltered in the lid, 
The folded linen on her breast 

Just swelling with the charms it hid ; 
And from her long and flowing dress 

Escaped a bare and slender foot^ 
Whose shape upon the earth did press 

Like a new snow-flake, white and " mute;* 
And there, firom slumber, pure and warm, 

Like a young spirit fresh from heaven, 
The bow'd her slight and graceful form, 

And humbly pray*d to be forgiven. 

Oh God I if souls unsoil'd as these 

Need daily mercy from thy throne — 
If she upon her bended knees— 

Our loveliest and our purest one — 
She, with a face so clear and bright 
We deem her some stray child of light — 

If she, with those soft eyes in tears, 

Day afler day in her first years, 
. Must kneel and pray for grace from thee-^ 
What far, far deeper need have wo? 
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How hardly, if she win not heayen, 
WiU owr wild errors be forgivenl 



TO A STOLEN RING. 

Or for ihj history now I Hadst thou * tongue 

To whisper of thj secrets, I could lay 

Upon thy jewell'd tracery mine ear, 

And dream myself in heaven. Thou hast been worn 

In that fiur creature's pride, and thou has felt 

The bounding of the haughtiest blood that e*er 

Sprang fix>m the heart of woman ; and thy gold 

Has Iain upon her forehead in the hour 

0( sadness, when the weary thoughts came fiist, 

And life was but a bitterness with all 

Its vividness and beauty. She has gased 

In her fiur girlhood on thy snowy pearls, 

And mused away the hours, and she has bent 

On thee the downcast radiance of her eye 

When a deep tone was eloquent in her ear. 

And thou hast lain upon her cheek, and pressed 

Back on her heart its beatings, and put by 

From; her vein'd temples the luxuriant curls; 

And in her peaceful sleep, when she has lain 

In her unconscious beauty, and the dreams 

Of her high heart came goldenly and soft^ 

Thou hast been there unchidden, and hast felt 

The swelling of the clear transparent veins 

As the rich blood rush'd through them, warm and fiis^ 

Digitized by Google 



212 HiriLLlS'S POBM8. 

I am impftktieitlt lis X gaz6 on thee^ 
Thou inarticulate Jewell Thou faast Iteud ' 
With thj dull ear such music I — the low tone 
Of a young sister's tenderness, when nig^t 
Hath folded them together like one flower — 
The sudden snatch of a remember'd song 
Warbled capriciously — the careless word 
Lightly betraying the inaudible thought 
Working within the hearty and, more than aH, 
Thou hast been lifted when the fbrvent prayer 
For a loved mother, or the deeping one 
Lying beside her, trembled on her lip, 
And the warm tear that from her eye stole out 
As the soft lash fell over it^ has lain 
Atnid thy shining jewels like a star. 



TO HBIR WHO HAS HOPES FOR ME. 

Oh stem, yet lovely momtress 1 
Thine eye should be of colder hue, 

And on thy neck a paler tress 
Should toy among those veins of blue 1 
For thou art to thy mission true — 

An angel clad in human guise — 

But sinners sometimes have such eyes. 
And brftid for love such tresses too ; 

And, while thou talk'st to me of heaven, 
t sigh that thou hast not a sin to be forgiven! 
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Night ^omeSy with lore upon &e bree ee , 
And the calm dodc strikes, stiOj, ''tea'* 
I start to hear it beat, ior then 

I know that thon art on thy knees— 
And, at that hour, where'er thon be, 
Ascends to heaven a pra^rer for me I 
Myheart drops to its bended knee— 

The mirth upon my lip is dumb^ 

Yet, as a thought of heaven would come, 
There glides before it, one of thee — 

Thou, in thy white dress, kneeling there !-^ 
X fear I could leave heaven to see thee at thy prayei I 

I follow up the sacred aisle, 

Thy %ht step on the Sabbath-day, 
And-^-as perhaps thou pray st the while— 

My light thoughts pass away I 
As swells in air the holy hymn, 
Hy breath comes quick, my eyes are dim, 

And through my tears I pray I 
I do not think my heart is stone— 
But, while for heaven it beats alone — 

In heaven would willing stay — 
One rustle of thy snow-white gown 

Sends all my thoughts astray I 
The preaching dies upon my ear — 
What " is the better world" when thy dark eyes are herel 

Xet pray I my years have been but few — 
And many a wile the tempter weaves, 
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And many a saint the sinner grieves 

Ere Mercy brings him through 1 
But oh, when Mercy sits serene 

And strives to bend to me. 
Pray, that the doud which comes between 

May less resemble thee I 
The world that would my soul beguile 
Tints all its roses with thy snule I 

In heaven 'twere well to be I 
But, — ^to desire that blessed shore — 
Oh lady I thy dark eyes must first have gone bef<Hre] 



THE DEATH OF HARRISOIf. 

What I soared the old eagle to die at the sun I 
Lies he stiff with spread wings at the goal he had wont 
Are there spirits more blest tlian the " Planet of Even,** 
Who mount to their zenith, then melt into Heaven — 
No waning of fire, no quenching of ray, 
But rising, stiU rising, when passing away ? 
Farewell, gallant eagle I thouVt buried in light I 
Qod-speed into Heaven, lost star of our night I 

Death I Death in the White House ! Ah, never befi- 
Trod his skeleton foot on the President's floor 1 
He is look'd for in hovel, and dreaded in liall — 
The kinp: in his closet keeps hatchment and naU — 
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The youth in his biiih^4aoe, the old man at home, 
Hake clean from the door-stone the path to the tomb ;— 
But the lord of this mansion was cradled not here — 
In a churchyard far-off stands his beckoning bier I 
He is here as the wave-crest heaves flashing on high-^ 
As the arrow is stopp'd by its prize in the sky — 
The arrow to earth, and the foam to the shore — 
Death finds them when swiftness and sparkle are o'er — 
But Harrison's death fills the climax of story — 
He went with his old stride — from glory to glory I 

Lay Hs sword on his breast I There's no spot on its blade 

In whose cankering breath his bright laurels will fade! 

*Twas the first to lead on at humimity's caO-^ 

It was stay'd with sweet mercy when "glory" was all I 

'As calm in the council as gallant in war, 

He fought for its coontry, and not its "hurrah I'* 

In the path of the hero with pity he trod — 

Let \am pass — ^with his sword — ^to the presence of God I 

What more ? Shall we on with his ashes ? Yet, stay I 
He hath ruled the wide realm of a king in his day I 
At his word, like a monarch's, went treasure and land — 
The bright gold of thousands has pass'd through his liand. 
Is there nothing to show of his glittering hoard ? 
No jewel to deck the rude hilt of his sword — 
No trappings — ^no horses ? — what had he, but now ? 
On !-— on with his ashes 1 — ^he left but his PLonon I 

Follow now, as ye list I The first mourner to-day 
Is the nation — whose father is taken away I 
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Wife, cfafldren, and ndghbor, maj moan on bis kndll — 
He was " lover and friend*' to his country, as weU I 
For the stars on our banner, grown suddenly dim, 
Let us weep, in our darkness — but we^ not for him I 
Not for him — who, departing, leaves millions in tears ! 
Not for him — ^who has died full of honor and years ! 
Not for him — ^who ascended Fame's ladder so high 
From the round at the top he has stepp'd to the sky I 



**SHB WAS HOT THERE. ♦» 

"The bird, 
Let looee, to bis fiir nest will flee, 

And love, though breathed bat on a word. 
Will find thee, over land and sea.** 

*Ti8 midnight deep — ^I came but now 

From the close air of lighted halls ; 
And whfle I hold my aching brow 

I gaze upon my dim- lit walls ; 
And, feeling here that I am free 

To wear the look that suits my mood, 
And let my thoughts flow back to thee^ 

I bless my tranquil solitude, 
And bidding all thoughts else begone, 
I muse upon thy love alone. 
Yet was the music sweet to-night, 

And fragrant odors filFd the air, 
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And flowers were drooping in the light^ 
And lovely women wander'd tiiere ; 

And firuits and wines with lavish waste 
Were on the marble tables piled, 

And 1^ that tempts the eye and taste, 
And sets the haggard pulses wild, 

And wins from care, and deadens sadnese^ 

Were there-^ut yet I felt no gladness. 

I thought of thee — ^I thought of thee — • 

Each cunning change .the music play*d, 
Each fragrant breath that stole to me, 

My wandering thought more truant made. 
The lovely women passed me by. 

The wit fell pointless on mine ear, 
I look'd on all with vacant eye, 

I did not see — I did not hear t 
* The skill'd musician's master^tone 

Was sweet — thy voice was sweeter fer I 
They were soft eyes the lamps shone on-^ 

The eyes I worship gentler are ! 
The halls were broad, the mirrors tall, 

With silver lamps and costly wine — 
I only thought how poor was all 

To one low tone from lips like thine — - 
I only felt how well forgot 
ere aU the stars look on — and thy iwed eyes do noiP 
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FAIL HE WOT THOUI 

~0h, by thftt little word 
Hoi» uiMij thooghtB ftra stirr'dl— 
The last, the Ust, the htstP 

The star may but a meteor be, 

That breaks upon the stormy night ; 
And I may err, believing thee 

A spark of heaven's own changeless light I 
But if on earth beams aught so fair, 

It seems, of all the lights that shine, 
Serenest in its truth, 'tis there, 
• Burning in those soft eyes of thine. 
Yet long-watch'd stars from heaven have rosh'd, 

And long-loved friends have dropp'd away, 
And mine — my very heart have crush*^ I 
' And I have hoped this many a day^ 
It lived no more for love or pain I 
But thou hast stirr'd its depths again, 

And, to its dull, out- wearied ear, 
Thy voice of melody has crept, 

In tones it cannot choose but hear ; 
And now I feel it only slept, 

And know, at even thy lightest smile, 

It gathered fire and strength the while. 

Fail me not thou ! This feeling past, 
My heart would never rouse again. 
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Thuo art the brightest— but the lastl 
And if ihti trust, Ihii loye be Tain— 

If thou, all peerless as thoa art, 

Be not less fair than true of heart — 
Mj loves are o'er I The son will shine 
Upon no graye so hush'd as this dark breast of mine. 



SPIRIT-WHISPERS. 

{8pirU-^ffM9per in ^s po^$ «ar~iiOBHixo.) 
"Wake I poet, wake I — the mom has burst 

Throu^ gates of stars and dew, 
And, widg^d by prayer since eyening nursed, 
Has fled to kiss the steeples first^ 

And now stoops low to you ! 
Gbj poet of the loying eye. 
For you is dressed this morning sky t 

{Second toMeper—voov.) 
Oh, poet of the pen enchanted I 

A lady sits beneath a treel - 
At last, the flood for which she panted— 
The wild words for her anguish wanted, 

Haye gush*d in song from thee 1 
Her dark curls sweep her knees to pray:- ' 
" Gkxi bless the poet far away I" 

( 1%ird leMsper-^umnQm.) 
King of the heart's deep mysteries! 

Your words have wmgs like li^tning wove I 
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This hour, o'er hilla and dugtant seas^ 
They, fly like flower-seeds oa the breeee^ 

And sow the world with love 1 
King of a realm without a throne, 
Buled by resistless tears alone I 



TO M , FROM ABROAD. 

"The desire of the moth tar the star— 

Qt tiie night for the laorrow— 
The devotion to something afor 
From the sphere of oor sorrow.* 

Shellbt. 
**L'ahDai quel ohe noa ha, sogna e flgara."* 

MwTAn. 

As, gazing on the Pleiades, 

We count each fair and starry one 
Yet wander from the light of these 

To muse upon the Pleiad gone — 
As, bendiug o*er fresh-gather'd flowecSi 

The .rose's most enchanting hue 
Beminds us but of other hours 

Whose roses were all lovely too— 

So, dearest, when I rove among 
The bright ones of this foreign sky^ 

And mark the smile, and list the song*. 
And watoh tlie danoers gliding by, 

The fairer still they seem to be, 

The more it sties a thumf^tqf thiae 
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The sad, sweet foeDi of twilight chime^ 
' Of maQj hearts may touch bat ono^ 
And so this seeming careless rhyme 

Will whisper to thy heart alone^ 
I give it to the winds! The bird, 

Let loose, to his &r nest will flee. 
And lore, though breathed but on a word, 

WiU find thee oyer land and sea. 
ThojQgh clouds across the sky have driven, 

We trust at last the star will shme, 
And ISce the Yerj U^t of heaven 
{ I trust thy love. Ihutihouinmme/ 



flUWRISK THOUGHTS AT THE CLOSE OF A BALL, 

MoBN in the Basil How coldly fidr 

It breaks upon my fever'd eye I 
How chides Uie calm and dewy air 1 

How dudes the pure and pearly sky I 
The istars melt in a brighter fire — 

The dew, in sunshine, leaves the flowers — 
They, from their watch, in light retire. 

While we, in sadness, pass from our& 

• I turn from the rebuking mom, — 

The cold gray sky, and fading star, — 

And listen to the harp and horq, 
And see the waltzers near and far — 

The lamps and flowers are bright as yet 
And 1^ beneath more bright than they, — 
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How can a scene so fair beget 
The mournful thoughts we bear away 1 

Tis something that thou art not here, 

Sweet lover of my lightest word! 
Tis something that my mother s tear 

By these forgetful hours is stirr'd 1 
But I have long a Idterer been 

In haunts where Joy is said to bey 
And though with Peace I enter in, 

Ihe nymph comes wwr farih wUh mel 



TO A FACE BELOVED. 



The music of the waken'd lyre • 

Dies not upon the quivering stringB, 
Nor bums alone the minstrd's fire 

Upon the lip that trembling sings ; 
Nor shines the moon in heaven unseen. 

Nor shuts the flower its fragrant cells^ 
Nor sleeps the fountain's wealth, I ween. 

Forever in its sparry wells— 
The spells of the enchanter lie 
Not on his own lone heart — ^his own rapt ear and eye. 

I look upon a face as Mr 

As ever made a lip of heaven 
Valter amid its music-prayer I 

The first-lit star of summer even 
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Springs not so sofyj on the eye, 
Nor growEf with watduDg^ half so bright^ 

Nor, 'mid its sisters of the sky, 

So seems of heayen the dearest light — 

Men murmur, where that &oe is seen, 
Kj youth's angelic dream was of that look and mien. 

Yet though we deem the stars are Uest^ 

And envy, in our grief, the flower 
That bears but sweetness in its breast, 

And fear th' enchanter for his power. 
And love the minstrel for the q>ell 

He winds out of his lyre so well— 
The stars are almoners of light^ 

The lyrist of melodious air. 
The fountain of its waters l»*ight^ 

And every thing most sweet and fiiir 
Of that by which it charms the ear. 

The eye, o£ him that passes near — 
A lamp is lit in woman's eye 
That souls, else lost on earth, remember angels by. 



BETTER MOMENTS. 

KAKLT POKM. 

Mt mother's voice I how often creep 
Its accents on my lonely hours 1 

Like healing sent on wings of sleep, 
Or dew to the unconscious flowers. 
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I can forget her m^n^ prayer 

While lec^Dg pulses madlj fly, 
But in the still, unbroken air, 

Her gentle tone comes stealing by— - 
And years, and sin, and folly flee, 
And leave me at vfy mother's knee. 

The evening hours, the birds, the flowers, 

The starlight, moonlight^ all that's meet 
For heaven in this lost world of ours— 

Remind me of her teachings sweet 
My heart b harder, and perhaps 

My thoughtlessness hath drunk up tears; 
And there's a mildew in the lapse 

Of a few swift and chequer'd years — 
But nature's book is even yet 
With all my mother's lessons writ. 

I have been out at eventide 

Beneath a moonlight sky of spring, 
When earth was garnish'd like a bride, ^ 

And night had on her silver wing — 
When bursting leaves, and diamond grass^ 

And waters leaping to the light^ 
And all that make the pulses pass 

With wilder fleetness, throng*d the night— 
When all was beauty — ^then have I 

With friends on whom my love is flung 
Like myrrh ctn winds of Araby, 

€kized up where evening's kmp is hung, 
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And when the beant^ vpirii there 

Flung over me ks gtc^den chain, 
Mjr mother's Yoice eame on the ahr 

Like the light dropping of the rain — 
And resting on some silyer star 

The spirit of a bended knee, 
Fye pour'd out low and fervent prayer 

That our eternity might b^ 
To rise in heaven, lake stars at nighty 
And tread a living path of light 

I have been on the dewy hills, 

When night was stealing from the dawn, 
And mist was on the waking rills, 

And tints were delicately drawn 
In the gray East — when birds were waking^ 

With a low murmur in the trees^ 
And melody by fits was breaking 

Upon the whisper of the breeze — 
And this when I was forth, perchance 
As a worn reveller from the dance — 

And when the sun sprang gloriously 
And freely up, and hill and river 

Were catching upon wave and tree 
The arrows from his subtle quiver — 

I say a voice has thrill'd me then, 
Ueard on the still and rushing light^ 

Or, creeping from the silent glen, 
Like words from the departing night. 

Hath stricken me, and I have preas'd 
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On the wet grass my §ev&t'd brow, 
And pouring forth the earliest 

First prayer, with which I leam'd to bow, 
Haye felt my mother's spirit rush 

Upon me as in by-past years, 
And, yielding to the blessed gush 

Of my ungovernable tears, 
Have risen up— the gay, the wild- 
Subdued and humble as a child. 



THE ANNOYER. 



** Common ns light *■ love. 
And its fiunilior voice wearies not ever.^- fiucuxi; 

Love knoweth every form of air, 

And every shape of earth, 
And comes, unbidden, everywhere, 

Like thought's mysterious birth. 
The nioonlit sea and the sunset sky 

Are written with Love's words. 
And you hear his voice unceasingly, 

Like song in the time of birds. 

He peeps into the warrior's heart 
From the tip of a stooping plume, 

And the serried spears and the many mea 
May not deny him room. 

He'll come to his tent in the weary night* 



And be busy in his dream ; j 
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And hell floftt to his eye in morning Uglii 
like a &y on a silyer beam. 

He hears the soimd of the hunter^s gun, 

And rides on the echo back, 
And sighs in his ear, like a stirring leaf) 

And flits in his woodland tnudc 
The shade of the wood, and the sheen of the rirei^ 

The doud and the open sky — 
He wiU haunt them all with his subde quiver, 

like the light of your very eye. 

The fisher hangs oyer the leaning boat. 

And ponders the silver sea, 
For Love is under the sur&ce hid, 

And a spell of thought has he. 
He heaves the wave like a bosom sweet, 

And speaks in the ripple low. 
Till the bait is gone fix)m the ciafty line. 

And the hook hangs bare below. 

He blurs the print of the scholar's book, 

And intrudes in the maiden's prayer, 
And profimes the cell of the holy man. 

In the shape of a lady &ir. 
In the darkest night, and the bright daylight^ 

In earth, and sea, and sky. 
In every home of human thought, 

Will Love be lurking nigh. 
19 
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ilNDRE'S REQUEST TO WASHmGTON. 

It is not the fear of death 

That damps my brow, 
It is not for another breath 

I ask thee now ; 
I can die with a lip unstirr'd 

And a quiet heart — 
Let but this prayer be heard 

Ere I depart 

I can give, up my mother's look-- 

My iter's kiss ; 
I can think of love — yet brook 
. A death like this 1 
I can give up the young fame 

I bum*d to win- 
All — but the spotless name 

I glory in. 

Thine is the power to givey 
Thine to deny, 

Joy for the hour I live- 
Calmness to die. 

By all the brave should cberi^ 
By my dying breath, 

I ask that I may perish 
By a soldier's death I 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WILI.lft'8 POXMA. 2St . 

DAWV. 

•* Jhat Une I learned not in the old ted aoog.**— Cuablm LAJin 

Throw up the window I Tis a mom for iifo 

In its most subde hixuiy. The air 

Is like a breathing from a rarer world ; 

And the south wind is like a gentle friend, 

Parting the luur so sofUj on my brow. 

It has come over gardens, and the flowers 

That Idaa'd it are betraj*d ; for as it parts^ 

■WiUi its invisible fingers, my loose hair, ' 

I know it has been trifling with the rose, 

And stooping to the violet There is joy 

Fot all God's creatures in it The wet leaves 

Are stirring at its toach, and birds are singing 

As if to breathe were music, and the grass 

Sends up its modest odor with the dew, 

like the sdiall tribute of humility. 

I had awoke from an unpleasant dream, 
And light was welcome to me. I looked out 
To feel the common air, and when the breath 
Of the delicious morning met my brow, 
Cooling its fever, and the pleasant sun 
Shone on familiar objects, it was like 
The feeling of the captive who comes forth 
From darkness to the cheerful light of day. 
Oh 1 could we wake from sorrow ; were it aU 
A troubled dream like this, to oast aside 
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Like an untimely garment with the morn; 

Could the long feyer of Uie heart be cool'd 

By a sweet breath from nature; or the gloom 

Of a bereaved affection pass away 

With looking on the livdy tint of flowers — 

How lightly were the spirit reconciled 

To make this beautiful, bright world its home I 



EXTRACT 



FIOM ▲ rOKX nKLITRSBD AT TnR DBPABTirRB OP TIIB BBXIOm Ct^Amm 
or YALB OOLLBOB, IN 1827. 



Wi shall go forth together. There will come 

Alike the day of trial unto all, 

And the rude world will buffet us alike. 

Temptation hath a music for all ears ; 

And mad ambition trumpeteth to all ; 

And the ungovernable thought within 

Will be in every bosom eloquent ;-^ 

But when the silence and the calm come on, 

And the high seal of character is set. 

We shall not all be similar. The flow 

Of life-time is a graduated scale ; 

And deeper than the vanities of power. 

Or the vain pomp of glory, there is set 

A standard measuring our worth for Heaven. 

The pathway to the grave may be the same, 

And the proud man shaH tread it^ and the low. 
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With his bow'd heady shall bear him company. 

And there will be no precedence of power, 

In walking at the coming trump of God 1 

But in the temper of the invisible mind. 

The godlike and undying intellect^ 

There are distinctions that will live in heaven, 

When time is a forgotten circumstance 1 

The elevated brow of kings will lose 

The impress of regalia, and the slave 

Will wear his immortality as free, 

Be^de the crystal waters ; but the depth 

Of glory in the attributes of Gk>d, 

Will measure the capacities ot mind ; 

And as the angels differ, will the ken 

Of gifted spirits glorify him more. 

'Tis life*s probation task. The soul of man 

Createth its own destiny of power; 

And, as the trial is intenser here. 

His being hath a nobler strength in heaven. 

What is its earthly victory ? Press on I 
Por it. hath tempted angels. Yet press on 1 
For it shall make you mighty among men ; 
And from the eyrie of your eagle thought, 
Ye shall look down on monarchs. press on I 
For the high ones and powerful shall come 
To do you reverence: and the beautiful 
Will know the purer language of your brow 
And read it like a talisman of love 1 
Press on I for it is godlike to unloose 
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The spirit, and forget yotirself in thought ; 
Bending a pinion for the deeper sky, 
And, in the very fetters of your flesh, 
Mating with the pure essences of heaven I 
Press on I — "for in the grave there is no work, 
And no device." — ^Press on I while yet ye n»*»yj 

So lives the soul of man. It is the thirst 
Of his immbrtal nature ; and he rends 
The rock for secret fountains, and pursues 
The pa^ of the illimitable wind 
For mysteries — ^and this is human pride ! 
There is a softer winding path through life, 
And man may walk it with unruffled soul 
And drink its wayside waters till his heart 
Is stiffd with its overflowing happiness. 
The chart by which to traverse it is writ 
In the broad book of nature. 'Tis to have 
AtteiltiYe and believing faculties ; 
To go abroad rejoicing in the joy 
Of beautiful and well-created things ; 
To love the voice of waters and the sheen 
Of silver fountains leaping to the sea ; 
To thrill with the rich melody of bu-ds, 
Living theh" life of music ; to be glad 
In the gay sunshine, reverent in the storm, 
To see a beauty in the stirring leaf, . 
And find calm thoughts beneath the whisperin*^ iiv># 
To see, and hear, and breathe the evidence 
Of Gk)d*s deep wisdom in the natural world ! 
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It is to linger on ''the magic face 

Of human beauty/' and from light and shade 

Alike to* draw a lesson : *tis to know 

The cadences of voices that are tuned 

Bj majesty and purity of thought; 

To gaze on woman's beauty, as a star 

Whose purity and distance make it fair; 

And from the spell of music to awake, 

And feel that it has purified the heart I 

It is to love all virtue, like ihe light, 

Dear to the soul as sunshine to the eye ; 

And when the senses and the mind are fiU'd 

like wells from these involuntary springs, 

It is to calm the trembling depths with prayer. 

That it may be but a reflected Heaven. 

Thus would I, at this parting hour, be true 
To teachings which to me have priceless been. 
Thus would I — like a just-departing child, 
Who lingers on the threshold of his home — 
Strive, with vague murmurings and lingering looka^ 
To store up what were sweetest to recalL 
And oh, be this remember'd I — ^that when life 
Shall have become a weariness, and hope 
Thirsts for serener waters, we may go 
Forth to, God's wild- wood temples, and while aH 
Its choirs breathe music, and its leafy aisles 
Are solemn with the beauty of the world, 
Kneel at its unwrought altar, and the cup 
That hoklfl the " living waters" will bo near. 
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THE ELMS OF NEW HAVEW. 
[bxtbaots fbom a pokm dklitxrkd brfork thk luvoxian secnit 

or TALS OOLLB6X, HKW UATICX.] 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ The leaves we knew 
Are gone, these many summers, and the winds 
Have 8catter*d them all roughly through the world; 
But still, in calm and venerable strength, 
The old istems lift their burthens up to heaven, 
And the young leaves to the same pleasant tune, 
Drink in the light^ and strengthen, and grow fair. 
The shadows have the same cool, emenJd air; 
And prodigal as ever is the breeze, 
Distributing the verdure's temperate balm. 
The trees are sweet to us. The outcry strong 
Of- the long-wandering and returning heart. 
Is for the thing least changed. A stone nntum'd, 
Is sweeter than a strange or altered face ; 
• A tree, that flings its shadow as of yore, 

Will make the blood stir, sometimes, when the wonli 
Of a long-look*d-for lip fall icy cold. 
Ye, who in this Academy of shade. 
Dreamt out the scholar's dream, and then away 
On troubled seas went voyaging with Care, 
But hail to-day the well-rememberM haven — 
Ye, who at memory's trampet-call, have stay'd 
The struggling foot of bfe, the warring lumd, 
And« weary of the strife, oome bade to soo 
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The green tent 'wbere jonr hunefls was pat < 
Say — ^when jou trod the riiadowy street this moniy 
Le^t not 70a heart up to the glorious trees ! 
Say — WBS it only to my sleep they came — 
* The angels, who to these remembered trees 
Brought me back, ever? I have come, in dream, 
Prom many a far land, many a brighter sky, 
And trod these da^^led shadows till the mom. 
From every Gk>thic isle my heart fled home, 
From evtsry groin^ roof, and pointed arch, 
To find its type in emerald beauty here. 
The moon we worshipped thro' this trembling veily 
In other heavens seem'd garish and undad. 
The stars that bum'd to us thro* whispering leavts^ 
Stood cold and sOently in other skies. 
Stiller seem'd alway here the holy dawn 
Hush'd by the breathless silence of the trees ; 
And who, that ever, on a Sabbath mom, 
Sent thro' this leafy roctf a jwrayer to Heaven, 
And wh^i the sweet bells burst upon the air, 
Saw the leaves quiver, and the flecks of light 
•Leap like caressing angels to the feet 
Of the church-going multitude, but fdt 
That here, Gk>d's day was holier — that the trees, 
Plerc'd by these shining spires, and edioing ever 
"To prayer I" "To prayer 1" were but the lofty roof 
Of an unhewn cathedral, in whose choirs 
Breezes and storm-winds, and the many birds 
Join*d in the varied anthem ; and that so, 
Besting t&ir breasts upon these bending liQ)b£V 
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Oofler, and readier to oor need Ihey lay — 
. The spirits who keep watch 'twixt us and Heavea. 



Alas 1 not spirits of bright wing alone 
« Dwell by the oracle of God." The tree 
That with its bright spray fans the sacred spire^ 
And trembles like a seraph's lyre to prayer, 
Is peopled with the lying ministers 
To new-bom passions, who, with couehant ear, 
Fbllow the lone steps of the mimng boy, 
lAnd ere the wild wish struggles to the light^ 
Mask its dark features, and with alvery voice 
: Promise it wings resistless. Back, to-day, 
Comes many a foot) all wearily and slow, 
That went into the world with winged heel ; 
And many a man, still young, thou^ wisely aad| 
Paces the sweet old shadows with a sigh, 
The spirits are so mute to manhood's ear 
That tranced the boy with music. On a nighty 
The fairest of a summer, years ago. 
There walk'd a youth beneath these arching treet. 
The moon was in mid-heaven, an c»b of gold. 
The air was rock'd asleep, or, 'mid the leaves 
Waked without whisper. On the pavement lay 
The broken moonbeams^ like a silver net^ 
Massive and motionless, and, if a bird 
Sang a half carol as the moon wore on 
And look'd into his nest, or if the note 
Of a monotoDous inseot caught the ear. 
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The aSenoe wm biA rhifaiged b j die i 

And niglit seem'd sCOer iAbk. Witk bis besii 

Bobb'd of its aentiiid, the joaOi paced oo. 

His truant sool laj brealUeai oo his fipi^ 

Drowsed with the spell of the Totaptnogs air; 

And dint was meBior7*8 moiulofy book ; 

And mote, alas! as thej wfll sometinieB be. 

Were Heaven's rebuking ai^;el& Then iqirosd 

In the unguarded chamber of his hearty 

A mnrmar, inarticolate and wild ; 

And ere it had a semblanoe, or a name, 

A soft Toice from the trees said, ** Wak'st thou there? 

Wak*8t thou, at last) Onatore? O^oa hast slepf^ 

Par through the mom, and glowing flowers of joy, 

Ifanj and bright ones, hast thou lost forever; 

But life is full of roses— come away! 

Shut np those dreary books, and come away I 

Why is the night so passionately sweety 

If made for study and a brow of care ? 

Why are your lips pride, and your eyes soft fire^* 

Why beautiful in youth, — if cold to joy ? 

List to the pleading senses, where they lie, 

Numb and forgotten in the cell of thought; 

Yet they are God*s gift — ^precious as the rest* 

Use what thou hast — ^tum to the soft path eTer,^— 

And, in the garden of this pleasant world, 

Pluck what seems fairest to thee I*' A light wind 

Stole through the trees, and with its airy hand 

Liftied the leafy veil from off the moon ; 

And stead&stly Night's solemn eye kiok'd ift 
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Upoa tiie fliMb'd &te of Ihe troubled bof-^ 
And 1^ myaterious Toiee was heftrd aa mote* 

Again 'twas nigfaU A stonn was in the air ; 
And^ hy bis pale and solitary lamp, 
A youth of sterner temper than the last, 
Kept the kme schdar^s yigiL He had laid 
His book upon its.fhoe, and wilh his head 
Turn'd to the latding casement^ sat erect^ 
And listened to the shrill, tempestuous wind. 
Gust after gost swept by, and as the scream 
(X tibe careering tenq)e6t fiercer came, 
The youth's da^ brow erondi'd lowering to his eye^ 
, And his tina lips press'd bloodlesdy together; 
And; with some muttering words, as if replylnig 
To voices that eatt'd to hun from the stono, 
He fosD, and htrriedly strode forth. The ur 
Below the lashing tree-tops was all Uack. 
The lofty trunks oreak'd sti^ggeimg in the wind, 
• Bat aS invisiUy ; and in the sky 
Was only so nmoh light as must be there 
While hope is the World. SrnaU need had then 
The spirit who woidd wUe that heart from HeaiFen 
To lend it mask or utterance. With st^ 
Reddess and &st the wanderer ep&d on, 
And as. the tempest smote upon his breast, 
And howliHgly 0ed past, he dench'd his hands^ 
And struck his 9tr(mg arms thro' the air, and rush'd 
Headlong with flying fury thro' the dark. 
BieaAhlfeas attd hoarse, at last, against the trunk 

Digitized by Vj^^U>VIVC 



Of a vast tree Le stoixt; and to an ear 

Bentiing from out the braaohes as they awvii^ 

UncoQScioasly he mutter'd : — " I am weak, 

And this wild storm is mighty ; but I feel 

A joy in its career, as if my soid 

Breathed only tbna I am aroined-'oncfaain'd, 

Something givBS outcry in me that was dumb, 

Something that [Hned lor weapons is in arms^ 

And set on with a trumpet Glorious blast 1 

What is my poor tranquillity of life — 

My abject study— to thy stormy joy ? 

Aa intellect is mine — ^a passtve soul 

Antagonist to nothing — ^while fin* thee, 

A senseless element^ are wings and power — 

Power to dash the stars out from the sky — 

Wings to keep pace with midnigfat round the world. 

The lightning's fiery traverse is Ho bar, 

The thunder's hush no check, the howling trees 

Only thy music. Demon, if thou art I 

Prince of the powers of air, if such there be I 

Darkness and conflict are my element, 

As they are tbme V* The storm luU'd saddenly. 

The tortur'd trees stood sflent in the gloom. 

And all was still— -save that amid the leaves 

Stirred a low murmur, which, like airy lips, 

Whispering close mto liie scholar^s ear. 

Became articulate : — " Be cahn I be cahn 1 

Betum to thy neglected books, and read ! 

Thou sbalt have all thou wilt, but, in thy books, 

lie weapons keener than the hghtping's edge, 

20 1 
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And in thy intdleot a power of ill 
To which the storm-wind is an in^t*s anger. 
The blast blots out the stars that shine again. 
The storm-wind and the darkness leave the trees 
Brighter for morn to smile on ; but the mind 
Forges from knowledge an archangel's spear, 
And, with the q)irits that compel the world, 
Conflicts for empire. Call thy hate of day, 
Thy scorn of men, amhiUonI — and, if moved 
By something in thy heart to vnrong and slay — 
Justice sits careless with a bloody sword ; 
Eeligion has remorseless whips ; and gold 
Brings to thy spuming foot the necks of men. 
Be ikou the sword — ^the whip— get thou the gold- 
And borne triumphant upon human praise, 
The lightning were too slow to do thy will — 
The stormy night not black enough." Again 
Toward the window glimmering thro' the dark 
The scholar tum'd, and with a pallid brow, 
But lips of marble, fed his wasting lamp. 
And patiently read down the morning star. 
And he was changed thenceforward. ♦ ♦ 



♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ Wave once more 
llie wand athwart the mirror of the past 
A summer's eve in June. The sun had shot 
A golden arrow down yon leafy aisle. 
And to his tent gone in. The dusty air 
Paraded in his glory. The bright spires^ 
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Like mouniers who stfll see the lost in Hesyen, 
Shone in bis smile as if he had not set; 
And presently, amid his glowing track, 
Like one who came reluctant to replace 
The great light newly fled, the evening star 
Stood forth with timid and diminished ray — 
But brighten'd as the sun was longer gone. 
Life was a feast at this delicious hour, 
And all came forth to it The bent M man 
Faced musingly before his open door. 
The tired child, with hands cross'd dnx^Mngly, 
Sat at the threshold. Slowly passed the dame, 
Slowly the listless scholar, sauntering back 
To his shut books unwillingly ; and low — 
Soflen'd and low — as if the chord of love 
Were struck and harmonized throughout the world, 
The hum of voices rose upon the air. 
Hush'd were the trees the while; and voicelesB lay 
The wakeful spirits in the leaves, till, lo I 
A pale youth* mingling in the throng 1 With light 
And airy step, and mien of such a grace 
As breathes thro' marble from the sculptor's dream. 
He pass'd, and after him the stranger's eye 
Tum'd with inquiring wonder. Dumb no more 
Were the invisible dwellers in the trees; 
For, as he went, the feathery branches seem'd 
To " syllable his name ;" and to the ears 
Of them who met him, whispering music flew, 
Stealing their hearts away to link to his. 
• jAMm HiLLnouBS, who had died at New HaTen a Ibw montha belbra 
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" Lore him I** the old man heard as if the leavea 
Of his own roof-tree murmur'd it; " Love well 
The poet who may sow your grave with flowers, 
The traveller to the far land of the Past, 
Lost to" your feet forever !** Sadly lean'd 
The mourner at her window as he eame, 
And the fiir-drooping elm-leaf touched her brow, 
And whisper'd, ^ Be has counted all thy tears 1 
The breaking chord was audible to him I 
The agony for which thou, weeping, saidst 
There was no jnty, for its throbs were dumb- 
He look'd but in thine eyes, and read it all 1 
Love him, for sorrowing with thee I" The sad child. 
Sitting akme with his unheeded grief, 
Look'd at him through his tears^ and smiled to hear 
The same strange voice that talk'd to him in dreama 
Speak from the low tree softly ; and it said — 
** The stranger who looks on thee loves the child I 
He has seen angels like thee ; and thy sorrow 
Touches his own, as he goes silent by. 
Love him, &ir child 1" The poor man, from hit door, 
LookM forth with cheerfhl &oe, and as the eye, 
The sofl eye of the poet^ tiim'd to his, 
A whi^r from the tree said, " This is he 
Who knows thy heart is human as his own, 
Who, with in^ired numbers, tells the world 
That love dwells with the lowly. He has made 
The humble roof a burthen in sweet song- 
Interpreted thy heart to happier men I 
Love him ! oh, love him, therefore I" The stern max^ 
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Who, witli the tender spirit of a <Md, 

Walks in some thomy path, unlored and kme; 

The maiden with her secret; the sad mother, 

Speaking no more of her dishonored boj, 

But) bound to him with all her heart-strings yet, — 

These heard the trees saj, as the poei pass'd, 

'' Yours is the moumfhl poeliy of fifia^ 

And in the sad line^of jonr silent lips^ 

Beads he with tendereet pity I . Knit to him 

The hearts he opens like a clasp^ book, 

And, in the honey'd music of his verse. 

Hear your dumb grie& made ekxpieiitr' Widi eya 

Watchful and moist, the poet kept hk way, 

Uneonsoious of the love around him sponging ; 

And when from its bent path the evening star 

Stepped silently, and left the lesser firea 

Lonely in heaven, the poet had gone in. 

Mute with the many sonrows he had seen. 

And, with the oonstanoy of starry eyes, 

The hearts Jietouch'd drew to hiuL * ^ 



THK THOUGHT AVGEL. 

▲ WAXIXa AKD BKBPIWa hb&ui. 

NiOBT ia the side man's day, 
For the soul wakens as the body fidk. 
I had told the weary hours; but, with the hush 
Of midnight, my last mao^ory of pain 
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Had stin*d before a thooght of sadden brightness 
And, like one rising iq>on ^iritrlimbs. 
Rose I, and wandered with that thought^ away. 
Oh, the blest truants that we are, when sense, 
The master, is too weak to call us in, 
And, loosed as if the school-time of a life 
Were over, with its spirit-checking toils^ 
We to the Mds stray — following wherever 
Eancy, the vagrant, calls us I 

A^^ unshod 
( Went by the hours, that with such heavy heel 
Come last in the slow vigils of the strong, 
And the dawn broke. Call'd in from spirit-strayir^ 
I knew again that I was weak and ill, 
Beginning cm another day of pain ; 
But^ with a blessing on my Thought— (whose trauk. 
Ear through a wilderness untrod before, 
It seem*d that I might tell of with a pen 
Wing'd with illuminated words) — ^I slq^t 

And presently I dreamed. In conscious sleepy 
I knew that what I saw was but a dream. 
The curtains of my bed I knew, the while, 
Tented me round ; and on a couch beyond 
Lay a loved vratcher by a dimming lamp ; 
And I remembered her — and where I lay — 
And that the hour was morning — ^yet I saw. 
As if my dim room were dissolved in air^ 
The vision I shall paint you. 
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Lot my Tbonghtl 
The Thought that I had follow*d in rapt waking, 
And, of whose sweet revealings unto me, v 

I long'd, in glowing words, to tell the world — 
That Tbou^t I saw— clad in a breathing shape, 
And, like a sylph upon an errand aped, 
Prone for an arrowy flight, and through the air 
Cleaving its way resistless. The cleil wind, 
Bevealingly, to that symmetric lliought 
Pressed its transparent dress ; and beautifc^ — 
Oh, beautiful as are the shi^)es divine 
Which woman's form makes possible to dream: — 
Lay its impulsive outline on the air. 
I kindled with the pride that it was mlne^ 
Thegfory of its beauty— of my soul 
The easy effluence^ moulded with a breath. 
And given, a rich gifl^ idly to the world 1 
And carelessly I sped it on its way — 
But — tum'd to look on it once more. 

And, k>l 
A cloud, now, lay aback between its wings. 
Prawn by its motion onward-*-a small cloud 
That^ from the night-enveloped world below, 
Seem'd lighted by the half-arisen moon. 
I saw it, not as one upon the earth, 
Sut as they see from Heaven. And as, agwn, 
I watch'd thi^t Thought — (irrevocably sped, 
Without a fear that it might turn to ill. 
Without a prayer that it might bless in fleeing)— 
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Behold, all calmty with it^ on the cloud, 

Bode a winged angel with an open book ; 

And — of lSk» hearts U moved — and of t^ dreamM^ 

Passions, and hopes U odXSd onasH fleu^^ 

Of oMU gave a voiee to, that Jutd else 

Slumber' d untftter^d in the Tko^ght-rukd worlds 

IfUU angel kept a record, 

•*Th<m, hereafter," 
Saidn Toioe near me, ^ shiJt that reoocd hear; 
For, in thy using <^ that gift of power, 

SpEBMNO what ThOUOHT THOiir WILT AOBOKTHK WOftLO^ 

Thou speak'st with the perrading ▼<noe of God, 
And, as th j* sway of the world's heart, will be 
The reckoning with thy Maker. Human Thougfal^ 
Oh poe^ fightly may take woadious wings. 
Thy careless link binds words to trarel fiir. 
But oh, take lieed I — for see — by dream-revea]kig>— - 
How Thoughts of potoer wWi angels go aUen^ded^ . 
Ouiflseting never the calm pen thai writes 
Their history }or Heofeen /" 

The sun shone in 
IJpon'my wind-stirr*d curtains, and I woke. 
And this had been a dream. 'TIS sometimes so :— - 
We dream ourselves what we have striven to be^ 
And hear what had been well for us to hear^ 
Did our dreams shadow what we are. 
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DSSPONDENCT IV SPRIKO. 

BiAUTirtTL robin! with thy feathers red 

Contrasting, flower-like, with the soft green tree^ 
Making thy little flights, as thou art led 

By things thai tempt a siniple one like thee. 
I would that thou oouldst warble me to tears 
As lightly as the birds of other years! 

Idly to He benea^ an April sun, 
Pressrag the perfume from the tender grass; 

To watch a joyous rivulet leap on 
With' the dear tinkle of a muac glass, 
And, as I saw the early robin pass. 

To hear-him throngh his little compass ran — 
Only with joys like these to overflow 
Is happiness my heart will no more know. 



TO LAURA W ^ TWO YEARS OF AGS. 

Bright be the skies that cover thee, 

Child of the sunny brow — 
Bright as the dream flung over thee-* 

By all that meets thee now — 
Thy he'ut is beating joyously, 

Thy voice is like a bird's — 
And sweetly brealra the melody 

Of thy imperfect woi*d8. 
I know no fount that gu^ies oni 
As gladly as thy tiny about 
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I would that thou mighfst ever be 

As beautiful as now, — 
That time might ever leave as free 

Thy yet unwritten brow: 
I would life were "all poetry" 

To gentle measure set^ 
That nought but chasten'd melody 

Might stain thine eye of jet — 
Nor one discordant note be spoken, 
Till God the cunning harp hath broken. 

I would — but deeper things than these 

With woman's lot are wove : 
Wrought of intensest sympathies, 

And nerved by purest love — 
By the strong spirit's discipline, 

By the fierce wrong forgiven, 
By all that wrings the heartof sin. 

Is woman won to heaven. 
"Her lot is on thee," lovely child — 
Qod keep thy spirit undefiled 1 

I fear thy gentle loveliness. 

Thy witching tone and air, 
Thine eye's beseeching earnestness 

May be to thee a snare. 
The sOver stars may purely shine, 

The waters taintless flow — 
But tbey who kneel at woman's shrm^ 

Wreathe poisons as they bow — 
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She may fling back the gift again, 

But the crush'd flower will olleuest stain. 

What shall preserve thee, beautiful child f 

Keep thee as thou art now ? 
Bring thee, a spirit undefiled. 

At God's pure throne to bow ? 
The world is but a broken reed, 

And life grows early dim — 
Who shall be near thee in thy need, 

To lead thee up to Him ? 
He, who Himself was " undefiled ?*' 
With Him we trust thee, beautiful child I 



TO 



Tht love is like the thread of a new moon 
Drawn on the faint blue of a break in clouds : — 
The thunder of a storm not surdy o'er 
Murmurs beneath it^ and the lightning gleams 
Brokenly stiU, in one mass dark and near, 
As if it would close turbulently o'er, 
And make all black again. But^ motionless, 
As 'twere an angel's shallop in a cahn, 
The bent moon floats, and its round freight of hope 
Lies in its breast — to unbelieving eyes 
A shadow that can never grow more fair, — 
But, to the clearer-signted stars, a promise 
Of brightness that will wax to fill a heaven. 
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THE TORN HAT. 



♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ "Aleaf 
Frestt flung upon a river, that will ( 
Upon the wave that stealeth out its life, 
Tben Biiik d its own hMviaeM.*' 

Phiup SLneui 

There's something in a noble boy, 

A brave, free-hearted, careless one, 
With his uncheck'd, unbidden joy, 

His dread of books and love of fun, 
And in his dear and ready smile. 
Unshaded by a thought of guile. 

And unrepress'd by sadness— 
Which brings me to my childhood back. 
As if I trod its very track, 

And felt its very gladness. 
And yet it is not in his pky, 

When every trace of thought is Io8t| 
And not when you woi^ call him gay, 

That hii bright presence thriOs me most 

nis shoot may ring upon the hiU, 
; His voice be echoed m the hall, 

His merry hn^ like music trills 
And I unheeding hear it all — 

For, Kke the wrinkles on my brow, 

I scarcely notice such things now^- 
But when, amid the earnest gMne^ 

Be ttops^ as if he music heard. 
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And, heedless of his shouted name 

As of the carol of a bird, 
Stands gazmg on the mnptj air 
As if some dream were passing ther&— 

'1^ then that on his face I book, 
His beantiftil but thonghtfol face, 

And, like a long-fi)rgotten look. 
Its sweet, familiar meaning trace— 

Bememberhag a thousand things 

Whidi pas3*d me on those goklen wingi^ 
Whidi time has fetter'd now — 

Things that came o*er me with a thriU, 

And left me ffilent, sad, and stiU, 
And threw upon mj brow 

A holier and a gentler cast^ 

That was too innocent to last^ 

Tis strange how thought npon a ch9d 

Will, like a presenoe, sometimes proao 
And when his pulse is beating wild, 

And M) itself is in excess — 
When foot and hand, and ear and e je, 
Ate all with ardor stndnmg high*— 

How in his heart will spring 
A feeKng, whose mysterious thratt 
Is strongisr, sweeter far than all; 

And, on its sOent wing, 
How with the clouds he'll float away, 
As wandering and as lost as they ! 
21 
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Olf THB DEATH OF A YOUNG GIRL. 

Tn difficult to feel that she b dead. 

Her presence, like the shadow of a wing 

That is just lessening in the upper sl^, 

Lingers upon us. We can hear her voioe^ 

And for her step we listen, and the eye 

Looks for her wonted coming with a strange, 

Forgetful earnestness. We cannot feel 

That she will no more come— that from her cheek 

The delicate flush has fikded, and the light 

Dead in her soft dark eye,. and on her lip, 

That was so exquisitely pure, the dew 

Of the damp grave has fallen I Who so loved, 

Is left among the living ? Who hath walk*d 

The world with such a winning loveliness^ 

And on its bright brief journey gather'd up 

Such treasures of affection ? She was loved 

Only as idols are. She was the pride 

Of her &miliar sphere — ^the daily joy 

Of all who on her gracefulness might gaze, 

And in the light and music of her way, 

Have a oompanion*s portion. Who could feel, 

While looking upon beauty such as hers, 

That it would ever perish ? It is like 

The melting of a star into the sky 

^VMe you are gazing on it, or a dream 

In its most ravishing 43weetQe88 rudely broken. 
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HAT. 

Oh, the merry May lias pleasant bonrs^ 

And dreamily they ghde, 
As if they floated like the leaves 

Upoii a silver tide. 
The trees are full of crimson buds^ 

And the woods are full of birds^ 
And the waters flow to music, 

like a tune with pleasant words. 

The verdure of the meadow-land 

Is creeping to the hills, 
The sweet, bhie-bosom'd violets 

Are blowing by the rilLs ; 
The lilach has a load of balm 

For every wind that stirs. 
And the lardi stands green and beautifiil 

Amid the sombre firs. 

There's perfume upon every wind^ 

Music in every tree — ' • 
Pews for the moisture-loving flowers — 

Sweets for the sucking bee ; 
The sick come forth for the healing South, 

The young are gathering flowers; 
And life is a tale of poetry, 

That is told by gc^den houza 
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It most be a true i^floeophy, 

That the i^irit when set free 
Still lingers about its olden home^ 

In the flower and the tree, 
For the pulse is stirr'd as with voiciBS b^ard 

In the depth of the shady grove^r 
And while lonely we stray through the fields away 
The heart seems answerii^ love. 



THE SOtilTARY. 

A FICrUBX. 

AiiONtl alone I How drear it is 

Always to be alone ! 
In sudi a depth of wilderness. 

The only thinking one 1 
The waters in theif path rejoice. 

The trees together d eep 
But I hkve not one silver voioe 

Upon my ear to creep I 

The son u]^ the silent hills 

His mesh of beauty weaves, 
There's music in the lau^ng rilla 

And in the whisperio^ leaves. 
The red deer like the breeses fly 

To meet the bounding roe, 
But I have not a hunian sigh 

To cbeer me as I ga 
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Pre hated men — ^I hate them now — 

Bat^ sinoe diej are not here, 
I tliirst for the fiuniliar brow — 

Thirst for the stealing tear. 
And I should love to see the cme. 

And feel the other creep. 
And then again I*d be atone 

Amid the forest deep. 

I thought that I should love my hound— > 

Hear my resounding gun, 
Tin I forgot the thriUmg sound 

Of voices— one by one. 
I thought that in the leafy hush 

Of nature they would die; 
But, as the hindered waters rush, 

Besbted feelings fly. 

I'm weary of my lonely hut 

And of its blasted tree, 
The very lake is like my lot, 

So silent constantly. 
Pve lived amid the forest gloom 

Until I almost fear — 
When will the thrilling voices come 

My spirit thirsts to hear ? 
21* 
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BOVHKT. 



Storm had been on the hills. The day had worn 

As if a sleep upon the hours had crept ; 
And the dark clouds that gather'd at the mom 

In dull, impenetrable masses slept^ 
And the wet leaves hung droopingly, and all 
Was like the mournful aspect of a pall 

Suddenly, on thd horizon's edge, a blue 
And delicate line, as of a pencil, lay, 

And, as it wider and intenser grew, 
The darkness removed silently away. 

And, with the splendor of a Gkxl, broke tbrou^ 
The perfect glory of departing day : 

So, when his stormy pilgrimage is o'er, 

Will light upon the dying Christian pour. 



ACROSTIC-SONNET. 

Elegance floats about thee like a dress, 

Melting the airy motion of thy form 
Into one swaying grace ; and loveliness, 

Like a rich tint that makes a picture warm. 
Is lurking in the chestnut of thy tress, 

Enriching it^ as moonlight after storm 
Mingles dark shadows into gentleness. 

A beauty that bewilders like a spell 
Beigns in thine eye's dear hazel, and thy brow, 
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So pore in vein*d ttKoapKreocyj doth tell 
How spiritually beautiM art thou — 

A temple where angdio love might dwell 
liife in thy presence were a thing to keep, 
Like a gay dreamer clinging to his sleep. 



THK SOLDIER'S WIDOW. 

[▲ PBOTUBK.] 

Wo for my vine-clad home I 
That it should ever be so dark to mc, 
With its bright threshold, and its whispering tree I 

That I should ever come, 
Fearing the lonely echo of a tread 
Beneatii the roof-tree of my glorious dead I 

Lead on, my orphan boy I 
Thy home is not so desolate to thee — 
And the low shiver in the linden tree 

May bring to thee a joy; 
But oh, how dark is the blight home before thce^ 
To her who with a joyous spirit bore thee I 

Lead on I for thou art now 
Hy sole remaining helper. God hath spoken. 
And the strong heart I lean*d upon is broken; 

And I have seen his brow — 
The forehead of my upright one, and just — 
Trod by the hoof of battle in the dust. 
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He wffl not laeet thee fhete 
Who blest thee at the ev^atide, my son! 
And when the shadows of the ni^t dteal on. 

He will not call to prayw. 
The lips that melted, giving thee to God, 
Are in the icy keeping of the sod I 

Ay, my own boy I thy sire 
Is with the keepers of the valley cast. 
And the proud glory of my life hath pass'd. 

With his high glance of fire. 
Wo that the linden and the vine should bloom. 
And a just man be gathered to the tomb 1 

Why — bear them proudly, boy I 
It is the sword he girded to his thigh — 
It is the helm he wore in victory — 

And shall we have no joy ? 
For thy green vales, oh Switzerland, he died I — 
I will forget my sorrow in my pride I 



STARLIGHT. 

The evening star will twinkle presently. 
The last small bird is silent, and the bee 
Has gone into his hive, and the shut flowers 
Are bending as if sleeping on the stem, 
And all sweet living things are slumbering 
In the deep hush of nature's resting time. 
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Tlie fiided West looks daqs M tf ite thM 

Were weuKUMe^ and etven as I look. 

The twilight hath stole over it^ and made 

Its liquid eye apparenl> and above 

To the iar-stretching seoith, and around, 

As if they waited on her like a queen, 

Have stole out the innmneiable stars 

To twinlde like inteligenoe in heaven. 

Is it not beantiiftd, my fiur Add? 

Fit for the young affectkms to oome ool 

And bathe mMke an dement! How welt 

The night is made for tenderness— so stil 

That the low whisper, scarcely audible, 

Is heard like music, and so deepty pure 

That the fond thought is diasten'd as itapringi^ 

And on the lip made holy. I have won 

Thy heart, my gentle girl I but it hath been 

When that soft eye was on me, and the love 

I tdd beneath the evening influence 

Shay be as constant as its gentle star. 



OH THE DEATH OF EDWARD PAYSON, p.D. 

A SERVAHT of the living God is dead I 
His errand hath been well and early done, 
And early hath he gone to his reward. 
He shall come no more forth, but to his sleep 
Hat^ mlently lain down, and so shall rest 
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Would je bewail our broliier 7 Hehftthgone 
To Abraham's bosom. He shall do more thirsti 
Nor iKmger, but fbrev«r in the eye, 
H0I7 and meek, of Jesus, he may look, 
Unchided, and untempted, and unstained. 
Would ye bewail our brother ? He hath gone 
To sit down with the prophets by the dear 
And crystal waters ; he hath gone to list 
Isaiah's harp and David's, and to walk 
With Enoch, and El^ah, and the host 
Of the just men made perfect He shall bow 
AMkibriel's hallelujah, and unfold 
The scroll of the Apocalypse with John, 
And talk of Christ with Mary, and g6 back 
To the last supper, and the gurden prayer 
With the beloved disciple. He shall hear 
The stoiy of the Incarnation told 
By Simeon, and the Triune mystery 
Burning upon the fervent lips of Paul 
He shall have wings of glory, and shall soar 
Tq the remoter firmaments, and read 
The order and the harmony of stars ; 
And, in the might of knowledge, he shall bow. 
In the deep pauses of archangel harpsi. 
And, humble as the Seraphim, shall cry — 
Who, hy his searchinffj finds thee outj oh Godf 

There shall he meet his children who have gotie 
Before him, and as other years roll on. 
And his loved flock go up to him, his hand 
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Again ^faaD lettd them gently to the L&mb^ 
And bring them to the Uying waters there. 

Is it so good to diel and shall we moom 
That he is taken early to his rest ? 
Tell mel oh mooraer for the man of Qodl 
Shall we bewail our brother — ^lat he died 7 



JANUARY 1, 1888. 

Plkktlt hath pass'd the year. The seasons came 

Duly as they are wont — the gentle Spring, 

And the delicioas Summer, and the cool, 

Bich Aatamn, with the nodding of the grain, 

And Winter, like an old and hoary man, 

Frosty and stiff--and so are chronicled. 

We have read gladness in the new green leaf. 

And in the first-blown violets ; we have dnmk 

Cool water from the rock, and in the shade 

Sank to the noon- tide slumber; — ^we have pludc*d 

The mellow fruitage of the bending tree, 

And girded to our pleasant wanderings 

When the cool wind came fi-eshly from the hiBs; 

And when the tinting of the Autumn leaves 

Had faded from its glory, we have sat 

By the good fires of Winter, and rejoiced 

Over the fiilness of the gathered sheaf 

^ God hath been very good !" *Tis he whose hand 

Moulded the sunny hills, and hollow*d out 
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The sheHer of (he Tdleya, «id dodi keep 
The foanUina in their secret pUoes oool; 
And it is He who leadeth up the sun, 
And ordereth the starry influenoes. 
And tempereth the keenness of the frost-^ 
And thei^(»e, in the plenty of the feast) 
And in the lifting of tiie cup, kt Hm 
Have praises for the well-completed year. 



JANUARY 1. 18«f. 

Winter b come again. The sweet somUi-west 
Is a forgotten Mrind, and the strong earth 
Has laid aside its mantle to be bound 
By the frost fetter. There is not a sound, 
Save of the skater's heel, and there is laid 
An icy finger on the lip of streams^ 
And the clear icicle hangs odd and stifl, 
And the snow-M is noisdess as a thought 
Spring has a rushing sound, and Sunamer sends 
Many sweet voices with its odors out) 
And Autumn rustleth its decaying robe 
With a compluning whisper. Winter's dumb^ 
God made his ministry a silent one, 
And he has given him a foot of steel 
And an unlovely aspect, and a breath 
Sharp to the senses — and we know that He 
Tempereth well, and hath a meaning hid 
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Under <^ shadow of His hand. Lookup; 
And it shaU be interpreted — Your home 
Hath a temptatioQ now I There is no roioa 
Of waters with begiuHng for your ear, 
And the cool forest and the meadows green 
Witch not yoor feet away ;• and in die della 
There are no violets, and xxpoa the hills 
There are no sonny places to He down. 
You must go in, and by your cheeiful fire 
Wait for the offices of love, and hear 
Accents of human tenderness, and feast 
Your eye upon the beauty of the young. 
It is a season for the quiet thought, 
And the stifl reckoning with thyselE The year 
Gives back the spirits of its dead, and time 
Whiq)ers the history of its vanish*d hours ; 
And the hearty calling its affections up, 
Gounteth its wasted ingots. Life stands still 
And settles like a fountain, and the eye 
Sees clearly through its depths, and noteth all 
That stirred it troubled waters. It is well 
That Winter with the dymg year should como I 



PSYCHE, 

BnOBS TOE TBiemVAL or TSXU8. 

Lift up thine eyes, sweet Psyche I What is she^ 
That those soft fringes timidly should fall 
Before her, and thy spiritual brow 
Be dark, as if her presence were a cloud ? 
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A lofti^ gift is thine than she can give — 

That queen of beauty. She may mould the brow 

To perfectnesa, and give unto the form 

A beautiful proportion ; she may stain 

The eye with a celestial blue — ^the cheek 

With cannine of the sunset ; she may breathe 

Grace into every emotion, like the play 

Of the least visiUe tissue of a doud ; 

She may give all that is within her own 

Bright cestus — and one silent look of thine. 

Like stronger magic, will outcharm it alL 

Ay, for the soul is better than its frame. 
The spirit than its temple. What*s the brow. 
Or the eye*s lustre, or the step of air, 
Or color, but the beautiful links that'chain 
The mind from its rare element ? There lies 
A talisman in intellect which yields 
Celestial music, when the master hand 
Touches it cunningly. It sleeps beneath 
The outward semblance, and to common sight 
Is an invisible and hidden thing; 
But when the lip is faded, and the cheek 
Robbed of its daintiness, and when the form 
Witches the sense no more, and human lovo 
Falters in its idolatry, this spell 
Will hold its strength unbroken, and go on 
Stealing anew the affections. 

Marvel not 
That Love leans sadly on his bended bow 
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He hath foitnd oat the loreUneas of mhidy 
And he is spoilt for beauty. So 'twill be 
Ever—the glory of the human form 
Is but a perishing thing, and Love will droop 
When its brief grace h^ &ded ; but the miiid 
Perisheth not^ and when the outward charm 
Hath had its brief existence, it awakes, 
And is the lovelier that it slept so long — 
Like wells that by the wasting of their flow 
Have had their deeper fountains broken up. 



OV SEKOTG A BEAUTIFUL BOY AT PLAY. 

Doww the green slope he bounded. Raven curls 

From his white shoulders by the winds were swep^ 

And the clear color of his sunny cheek 

Was bright with motion. Through his <^n lips 

Shone visibly a delicate line of pearl, 

Like a white vein within a rosy shell. 

And his dark eye's dear brilliance, as it lay 

Beneath his ladies, like a drop of dew 

Hid in the moss, stole out as covertly 

As starlight from the edging of a cloud. 

I never saw a boy so beautiful. 

His step was like the stooping of a bird, 

And his limbs melted into grace like things 

Shaped by the wind of summer. He was Uke 

A painter's fine conception — such an one 

As he would have of Ganymede, and weep 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



9Cd WltIrI8*i TOMUH. 

Upon bb pdlet ilttt be oodd not trte 

The TisioQ to his easeL Who ooukl paint 

The young and shadowless spirit ? Whd codd ehain 

The sparkling gladness of a heart that hves, 

Like a glad fountain, in the eye of light, 

With an unbreathing pencil ? Nature's gifb 

Has nothing that is like it Sun and stream, 

And the new leaves of June, and the young lark 

That flees away into the depths of heaven. 

Lost in his own wild music, and the breath 

Of springtime, and the summer eve, and noon 

Li the oool autumn, are like fingers swept 

Over sweet-toned i^ections — but the joy 

That enters to the spirit of a child 

Is deep as his young heart : his very breatliy 

The simple sense of being, is ^lough 

To ravish him, and like a thrilling touch' 

He feels each monlent of his life go by. 

Beautiful, beautiful childhood ! wiih a joy 
That like a robe is palpable, find flung 
Out by your every motion I delicate bud 
Of the immortal flower that will unfold 
And come to its maturity in heaven ! 
I weep your earthly glory. Tis a light 
Lent to the new-bom spirit^ that goes out 
With the first idle wind* It is the loaf 
Fresh flung upon the river, that will danoe 
Upon the wave that stealcth out its life, 
Then sink of its own heaviness. The fiioe 
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Of the del^htfot tatih wiB to fmar %y0 

Grow dim; thefragruioeof themanyflonron 
Be noticed not^ and the beguiling yoioe 
Of nature in her genttenees will be 
To manhood's s^oaeieaB ear inaudible. 
I sigh to look upon thy face, young boy I 



HERO. 

ttatdio. KtiKfW 7<M try. Hero f 
H^nK NoBC, i^y lord I 

Much Ado about Nuiiiy. 

Gbntle and modest Hero ! I can see 
Her delicate figure, and her soft blue eye, 
Like a warm vision — lovely as she stood, 
Veil'd in the presence of young Glaudio. 
Modesty bows her head, and that young heart 
That would endure all suffering for the love 
It Mdeth, is as tremidous as the leaf 
Forsaken of the Summer, ^e hath flung 
Her all upon the venture of her vow, 
And in her trust leans meekly, like a flower 
By the still river tempted from its stem. 
And on its bosom floating. 

Once again 
I see her, and she standeth in her pride. 
With her soil eye enkindled, and her lip 
Curled with its sweet resentment, like a Una 
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Of lifeless ooraL Sbe hatli heard the voioe 

Thst was her masio utter it^ and still 

To her afifeotioQ Buthful, she hath tum'd 

And questiou'd, in her innooent unbelief 

'^ Is my lord well, that he should speak so wide?"- 

How did they look upon that open brow, 

And not read purity ? Alas for truth I 

It hath so many counterfeits. The words, 

That to a child were written legibly, . 

Are by the wise mistaken, and when light 

Hath made the brow transparent^ and the £EM>e 

Is like an angeVs — ^virtue is so fair — 

They read it like an over-blotted lea^ 

And break the heart that wrote it 



IDLBNBSS. 



** Idleness is sweet and raerod.** 

Waltsb Bavaob Isuamm, 
** When 70a hare fonnd a day to be idle, bo idle Ibr a daj. 
When joa have mot with three oaps to drink, drink your three eapsi 

CmirsBS PoKC 

The rain is playing its soft pleasant tunc 
Fitfully on the skylight, and the shade 
Of the fast-flying clouds across my book 
Passes with gliding changa My merry fire 
Sings cheerfully to itself; my musing cat 
Purrs as she wakes from her unquiet sleepy 
And looks into my face as if she felt^ 
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Like me, the gentle infloenoe of the rain. 
Here have I sat sinee mora, reading someiiiiiei^ 
And sometimes listening to the fitster M 
Of the large drops, or rising with the stir 
Of an unbidden thought, have walk'd awhile^ 
With the slow stqsa oi indolence, mj rooiUy 
And then sat down composedly again 
To my quaint book of olden poetry. 

It is a kind of idleness, I know ; 
And I am said to be an idle man — 
And it is very true. I love to go 
Out in the pleasant sun, and let my eye 
Best on the human &oes that pass by, 
!Each with its gay or busy interest: 
And then I muse upon their lot, and read 
Many a lesson in their changeful cast, 
And so grow kind of heart, as if the sight 
Of human beings bred humanity. 
And I am better after it, and go 
More grateful to my rest, and feel a love 
Stirring my heart to every living thing ; 
And my low prayer has more humility, 
And I sink Kgfatlier to my dreams-^and thiSi 
'Tis very true, ia only idleness 

I love to go and mingle with the young 
In the gay festal room — where every heart 
Is beating* &ster than the merry tune, 
And their blue eyes are restless^ and their lips 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



f70 WILLia'S POBMS. 

Parted with eager joy, and their roand cheeks 
FIush*d with the bemitiful motion of the danoe. 
And I can look upon snch things, and go 
Back to my solitude, and dream bright dreams 
For their &8t coming years, and speak of them 
Earnestly in my prayer, till I am glad 
With a beaerdent joy — and this, I know. 
To the world'9 eye. is only idleness I 

And when the douds pass suddenly away, 

And the blue sky is like a newer world. 

And the sweet-growing things — ^forest and flower, 

Ilumble and beautiful alike — are all 

Breathing up odors to the very heaven — 

Or when the frost has yielded to the son 

In the ridi autumn, and the filmy mist 

Lies like a silver lining on the sli^, 

And Uie dear air exhilarates, and life 

Simply, is luxury — and when the hush 

Of twilight^ like a gentle sleep, steals on, 

And the birds settle to their nests, and stars 

Spring in the u|^r sky, and there is not 

A sound that is not low and musical— > 

At all these pleasant seasons I go out 

With my first impulse guiding me, and take 

Wood-path or stream, or slope by hill or vale, 

And in my recklessness of heart, stray on. 

Glad with the birds, and silent with the leaves, - 

And happy with the fair and blessed 'world — 

And this, *tis true, is only idleness ! 
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And I flhould love to go up to the sky, 
And course the heavens, like stars, and float away 
Upon the gliding clouds that have no stay 
In their swift journey— and 'twould be a joy 
To walk the chambers of the deep, and tread 
The pearls of its untrodden floor, and know 
The tribes of the unfathomable depths — 
Dwellers beneath the pressure of a sea ! 
And I should love to issue with the wind 
On a strong errand, and o'ersweep the earth 
With its broad continents and islands green, 
liike to the passing of a spirit on I — 
And this, 'tis true, were only idleness I 



THE BURIAL OF THE CHAMPION OP HIS CLASS, 
AT YALE COLLEGE. 

Ye'vb gathered to your place of prayer 

With slow and measured tread : 
Tour ranks are full, your mates all there— 

But the soul of one has fled. 
He was the proudest in his strength, 

'ibe manliest Dfyie all ; 
Why lies he at that fearful length, 

And ye around his pall ? 

Ye reckon it in days, since ho 
Strode i:^ that foot-worn aisle, 
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f 

"With his dark eye flashing glorioudy, 
And his lip wreathed with a smile. 

O, had it been but told you, then. 
To marie whose lamp was dim — 

From out yon rank of fresh-lipp'd meny J| 

Would ye have singled him 7 'H 

Whose was the sinewy arm, that flung 1 

Defiance to the ring ? j 

Whose laugh of victory loudest rung — 

Yet not for glorying ? 
Whose heart, in generous deed and thought, 

No rivalry might brook, 
And yet distinction claiming not 7 

There lies he — go and look 1 

On now — ^his requiem is done, 

The last deep prayer is said— 
On to his burial, comrades— on, 

With a friend and brother dead I 
Slow — for it presses heavily — 

It is a man ye bearl 
Slow, for our thoughts dwell wearily 

On the gallant sleeper there. 

Tread lightly, comrades I — ^we have laid 

Hb dark locks on his brow — 
Like life— save deeper light and shade : 

Well not disturb them now. 
Tread lightly — ^for *tis beautiful, 

That blue-vein'd eyelid*s sleep. 
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Hilling the eye death left; so duB— 
Its slamber we will keep. 

Best now! his journeying is dooe-^ 

Your feet are on his sod — 
Death's blow has fell'd your champii 

He waiteth here his Qod. 
Ay — ^tum and weep — 'tis manlinesB 

To be heart-broken here — 
For the grave of one, the best c^ us^ 

Is watered by Uie tear. 



SPRING. 

"L^ondii del mar diylsa 
Bagna la yalle e rmonto, 

Yapasseglera 

In flamo, 

Ya priglonera 

In fonte, 
Mormora sempre e gome 
Fin che non torna al mar.^ 

MRAaTABia 

The Spring is here — ^the delicate-footed May, 
With its slight fingers fuU of leaves and flowers^ 

And with it comes a thirst to be away, 

In lovelier scenes to pass these sweeter houra^ 

A feeling like the worm's awakening wings. 

Wild for companionship with swifter things. 
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We pass out from the city's feverish hum, 
To find refreshment in the silent woods; 

And nature that is beautiful and dumb, 
Like a cool sleep upon the pulses broods— 

Yet) even there a restless thought will steal, 

To teach the indolent heart it still must/ee2. 

Strange that the audible stillness of the noon. 
The waters tripping with their silver feet^ 

The turning to the light of leaves in June, 
And the light whisper as their edges meet— ^ 

Strange — that they fill not, with their tranquil tone^ 

The spirit, walking in their midst alone. 

There's no contentment in a world like thia^ 
Save in forgetting th'e immortal dream; 

We may not gaze upon the stars of bliss. 
That through the cloud-rifts radiantly stream; 

Bird-like, the prison'd soul will lift its eye 

And pine till it is hooded from the sky. 



THIRTY-FIVK, 
**The yean of » man's life are three-soore and tan." 

Oh, weary heart I thouVt half-way home I 
We stand on life's meridian height — 
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As &r from childhood's momtag eome^ 

As to the grave's forgetful night. 
Give Yoath and Hope a parting tea^— 

Look onward with a placid brow — 
Hope promised but to bdng us here^ 

And Reason takes the guidance now — 
One backward look — ^the last — ^the last I 
One silent tear— -for Youth is pad I 



Who goes with Hope and Passion bade ? 

Who comes with me and Memory on 7 
Ob, lonely looks the downward trade — 

Joy's music hush'd — Hope's roses gone I 
To Pleasure and her giddy tro<^ 

Farewell, without a sigh or tear I 
But heart gives way, and spirits droop, 

To think that love may leave us here I 
Have we no charm when Youth is flown — 
^dway to death left sad and lone I 



Yet stay! — as 'twere a twHigfat star 

That sends its thread across the wave, 
I see a bnghtening light, from far, 

Steal down a path beyond the gravel 
And now — bless Qod I — ^its golden line 

Comes o'er — and lights my shadowy way — 
And shows the dear hand clasped in mine ! 

But, list what those sweet voices say 1 



y Google 



2t6 WILLIS'S POIIMS. 

l%e heUer letnSt in ttffhi^ 
Andj h^ Ha €^4MKtenmg Vght^ 
AU love from life*8 midwcnf is drioei^ 
{!ave hen whose (hspSd JumdwiU bring ihee on io heaven f 



\ 



ROARIHG BROOK. 

(a FAHAeS or BOSHSBT UKAK VKW nATBT.) 

It was a moantain stream that with the leap 

Of its impatient waters had worn oat 

A channd in the rock, and wash*d awaj i 

The earth that had upheld the tall old trees, *\ 

T31 it was darkened with the shadowj an^ ^ 

Of the o'erleaning branches. Hare and then { 

It loiter'd in a broad and limpid pool 

That circled round demurely, and anon 

Sprung violently over where the rock 

Fell suddenly, and bore its bubbles on. 

Til] they were broken by the hanging moes^ 

As anger with a gentle word grows calm. 

In spring-time, when the snows were conoiii^ down. 

And in the flooding of the autumn raia<i, 

No foot might enter there — ^but in the hot 

And thirsty summer, when the fountains slqpt 

You could go up its channel in the shade, 

To the &r souroes^ widi a brow as cool 
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As m the grotto ofiie Mcfaorite. 

Here when an idle student have I oome^ 

And in a hollow (^ the rock lain down 

And mused until the eventide, or read 

Some fine old poet till my nook became 

A hsmt of &erjy or the busy flow 

Of water to my spell-bewilder'd ear 

Seem'd like the din of some gay tournament 

Pleasant have been such hours, and though the wije 

Have said that I was indolent^ and they 

Who taught me have reproved me that I p]ay*d 

The truant in the leafy month oi June, 

I deem it true pbik)8ophy in him 

Whose path leads to the rode and busy world, 

To loiter with these wayside comforters. 



AN APOLOGY 
worn Avonmro, Aim umq bbpaiutioic, a womav omm lotbbi 

8b me no more on earth, I pray ; 

Thy picture, in my memory now. 
Is fair as mom, and fresh as May I 

Few were asbeautifiil as thou I 
And stUl I see that willowy form^ 

And still that cheek like roses dyed — 
And still that dark eye, deep and warm — 

Thy look of k)ve— thy st^ of pride I — 
Thy memory is a star to me, 
More bright as day •beams fiide and flee. 
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Bat ihoa, indeed I — Ah I yean hare fied^ \ 

And thou, Uke others, changed the while— 
For joy upon the lip lies dead 

If pain but doud the sunny smile I 
And care will mako. the roses pale, 

And tears will soil the lily's whiteness^ 
Ajm^ ere life's lamp begins to &il 

Ihe eye forgets its trick of brightness 1 
Look for the dew oi mom at noon, . 
And weep for beauty lost as soon I 

CM iiford$ thai hide (he envious fhtmgkti 

I could not bear thy fiice to see-r- 
But oh, 'tis not that time has wroug^ • 

A change in features dear to me 1 
No I had it been my lot to share . 

The fragrance of the flower decay*d — 
If I had borne but half the care 

That on thy brow its burden laid — 
If in my love thou'dst bum'd away, 
The ashes still had warm'd the heart so odd to-dajl 



TO HELEN IN A HUFF, 

Nat, lady, one frown is enough 
In a life as soon over as this— 

And though minutes seem long in a hufl^ 
They're minutes 'tis pity to miss 1 
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The sniles you impriaon so ligfatij 

Are reckon'd, like daja in eclipse ; 
And though jou may smile again brightly, 

TouVe lost so much light from your lips I 
Pray, laf/, smile! 

The cup that is longest untasted 

May be with our bliss running o*er, 
And, love when we will, we have wasted 

An age in not loving before I 
Perchance Oupid*s forging a fetter 

To tie us together some day, 
And, just for the chance, we had better 

Be laying up love, I should say 1 
Nay, lady, smile I 



CITY LYRICS. 



AfffwrMiU.— 'The poet sUrta fW>m the Bowling Oreen to take hto 
feweetheAit ap to Thompson's for an ice, or (if she is inelined for more) 
lees. He eonflnes his mose to matters which anj CTerj-daj man and 
yonng woman outy see in taldng the same promenade for, the auo^ 
ianoeont refreshment. 

Comb out^ love — ^the night is enchanting I 
The moon hangs just over Broadway ; 

The stars are all lighted and panting — 
(Hot weather up there, I dare say 1) 

*Tis seldom that " coolness" entices, 
And lovd is no bettor for chilling — 
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But oome up to Thompson's for icea^ 
And oool your warm heart for a shiningl 

What perfume comes balmily o'er us 7 

Mint juleps from City Hotel 1 
A loafer is smoking before us — 

(A nasty cigar, by the smell I) 
Oh Woman I thou secret past knowing! 

Like lilachs that grow by the wall, 
Tou breathe every air that is going, 

Yet gather but sweetness from all I 

On, on I by St Paul's, and the Astort 

Religion seems very ill-plann'd ! 
For one day we list to the pastor, 

For six days we list to the band I 
The sermon may dwell on the future. 

The organ your pulses may calm — 
When — ^pestl — ^that remember'd cachucha 

Upsets both the sermon and psalm I 

Oh, pity the love that must utter 

While goes a swifb omnibus by I 
(Though sweet is I scream* when the flutter 

Of fims shows thermometers high) — 
But if what I bawl, or I mutter, 

Falls into your ear but to die. 
Oh, the dew that falls into the gutter 

Is not more unhappy than 1 1 

<?ifany.— Should tbU be lc4 ersam, or / aerMm /—Prix .rft*a 
m. 
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VO THE LADT IS THB CHEHISSTIl WTXH BLACK 
BUTTONS. 

I KNOW not who thou art, oh lovely one I 
Thine eyes were drooped, thy Hps half sorrowfbl— 
Yet thou didst eloqdently smile on me 
While handling up thy sixpence throu(^ the hole 
Of that o*er-freighted omnibus I Ah me t 
The world is full of meetings such as this— 
A thrill, a voiceless challenge and reply — 
And sudden partings after 1 We may pass. 
And know not of each other's nearness now — 
Thou in the Knickerbocker Line, and I, 
Lone, in the Waverleyl Oh, life of paint 
And even should I pass where thou dost dwell- 
Nay — see thee in the basement taking tea — 
So cold is this inexorable worid, 
I must glide on I I dare not feast mipe eye I 
I dare not make articulate my love, 
Kor o*er the iron rails that hem thee in 
Venture to fling to thee my innocent card — 
Not knowing thy papa I 

Hast thou papa 7 
Is ihy progenitor alive, fair giri ? 
And what doth he for lucre ? Lo again I 
A shadow o'er the &ce of this (air dream I 
For thou mayst be as beautiful as Love 
Can make thee^ and the ministeriog hands 
Of milliners, inci^>able of more. 
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Be lifted at thy shi^liness and air, 
And still 'twixt me and thee, invisibi/, 
May rise a wall of adamant My breath 
Upon my pale lip freezes as I name 
. Manhattan's orient verge, and eke the west 
In its for down extremity. Thy sire 
May be the signer of a temperance pledge, 
And dad all decently may walk the earth — 
Nay — ^may be numbered with that blessed few 
Who never ask for discount — ^yet, alas I 
If, homeward wending from his daily cares, 
He go by Murphy*s Line, thence eastward tending- 
Or westward from the Line of Kipp & Brown, — 
My vision is departed I Harshly falls 
Th6 doom upon the ear, ^' She's not genteell" 
And pitiless is woman who doth keep 
Of " good society" the golden key ! 
And gentlemen are bound, as are the stars^ 
To stoop not after rising 1 

But farewell, 
And I shall look for thee in streets where dwdl 
The passengers by Broadway Lines alone I 
And if my dreams be true, and thou, indeed, 
Art only not more lovdy than genteel — 
Then, lady of the snow-white chemisette. 
The heart which vent'rously cross'd o'er to tbea 
Upon that bridge of sixpence, may remain — 
And, with up-town devotedness and truth, 
My love shall hover round thee I 
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THE LADY TS THB WHITE DRESS, WHOM I HELPED 
INTO THE OUiriBUS. 

I KNOW her not I Her hand has been in mine, 

And the warm pressure of her taper arm 

Has thrin*d upon my fingers, and the hem 

Of her white dress has lain upon my feet^ 

Till my hush'd pulse, by the caressing folds, 

Was kindled to a fever I I, to her, 

Am but the undistinguishable leaf 

Blown by upon the breeze — yet I have sat, 

And in the blue depths of her stainless eyes, 

(Close as a lover in his hour of bliss, 

And steadfastly as look the twin stars down 

Into unfathomable wells,) have gazed I 

And I have felt from out its gate of pearl 

Her warm breath on my cheek, and while she sal 

Breaming away the moments, I have tried 

To count the long dark lashes in the fringe 

Of her bewildering eyes I The kerchief sweet 

That enviably visits her red lip 

Has slumber'd, while she held it, on my knee, — 

And her smaQ foot has crept between mine own-- 

And yet, she knows me not I 

Now, thanks to faeavet: 
For blessings chainless in the rich man's keeping — 
Wealth that the miser cannot hide away I 
Buy, if they will, the invaluable flower — 
They cannot store its fragrance from the breeze I 
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Wear, if they will, the ooetliest gem of Ind — 
It pours hs light on every passing eye 1 
And he who on this beauty sets his name — 
Who dreams, perhaps, that for his use alone 
Such loveliness was first of angels bom — 
Tell him, oh whi^)erer at his dreaming ear, 
That I too, in her beauty, sun my eye. 
And, unrebuked, may worship her in song — 
Tell him that heaven, along our darkUng way, 
Hath set bright lamps with loveliness alight— 
And all may in their guiding beams rejoice ; 
But he — as 'twere a watcher by a lamp — 
Guards but this bright one's shining. 



THE WHITK CHIP HAT. 

I pass'd her one day in a hurry. 

When late for the Post with a letter — 
I think near the comer of Murray — 

And up rose my heart as I met her I 
I ne'er saw a parasol handled 

So like to a dutehess's doing — 
I ne'er saw a slighter foot sandall'd, 

Or so fit to exhale in the shoeing — 
Lovely thing I 

Surprising I — one woman can dish us 
So many rare sweets up together I 
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Tounhire absolutely delicio 

Clnp hat without flower or feather — 
Well-gloved and enchantingly boddiced, 

Her waist like the cup of a Hly — 
And an air, that, whOe daintily modesty 

fiepell*d both the saucy and silly — 
Quite the thing I 

For such a rare wonder youH say, sir, 

There's reason in straining one's tethei^— 
And, to see her again in Broadway, sir, 

Who would not be lavish of leather I 
I met her again, and as you know 

Tm sage as old Voltaure at Pemey — 
But I said a bad word — for my Juno 

Jjook'd sweet on' a sneaking attorney — 
Horrid thing I 

Away flies the dream I had nourished — 

My castles like mockery &1], sir I 
And, now, the fine airs that she flourish'd 

Seem varnish and crockery all, sir I 
The bright cup which angels might handle 

Turns earthly when fingered by asses — 
And the star that "swaps" light with a candle, 

Thenceforth for a pennyworth passes 1 — 
Not the thing 1 
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As ihe chiU*d robin, bound to Florida 

Ul)on a mom of autumn, crosses flying 

The air-track of a snipe most passing fair — 

Yet odder in her blood than she is fair — 

And as that robin lingers on the wing, 

And feels the snipe's flight in the eddying air. 

And loves her for her coldness not the less — 

But fidn Would win her to that warmer sky 

Where love lies waking with the firagnuit stars-— 

80 I — a languisher for sunnier dimes, 

Where fruity lea^ blossom, oathe trees forever 

Imago the tropic deathlessness of love — 

Have met, and longed to win thee, fiurest lady. 

To a more genial dime than cold Broadway \ 

Tranquil and efibrtless thou glidest on. 
As doth the swan upon the yielding water. 
And with a cheek like alabaster cold f 
But as thou didst divide the amorous air 
Just opposite the Astor, and didst lift 
That veil of languid lashes to look in 
At Leary's tempting window — lady I then 
My heart sprang in beneath that fringed veil, 
Like an adventurous bird that would escape 
To some warm chamber from the outer cold I 
And there would I delightedly remain, 
And dose that firing^ window with a kias^ 
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And in the warm sweet obuuber of &jr htuat, 
Be prisoner foptrer I 



LOVE lis A COTTAOX. 

Thby may talk of love ki a cottage^ 

And bowers of trellised vine — 
Of nature bewitdiingly simploy 

And milkmaida half diyine ; 
They may talk of the pleasure of deeping^ 

In the shade of a spreadmg tree, 
And a walk in the fields at morning. 

By the side of a footstep firee I 

But give me a sly flirtation 

By the light of a chandelier — 
With mu^c to play in the pauses. 

And nobody very near ; * 

Or a seat on a silken sofa, 
With a glass of pure old wine, 
An^ mamma too blind to discover 

The small white hand in mine. 

Your love in a cottage is hungry. 

Your vine is a nest for flies — 
Your milkmaid shocks the Graces, 

And smplidty talks of pies I 
You lie down to your shady slumber 

And wake with a bug in your ear, 
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And your damsd that walks ia the moming 
Is shod like a mountaineer. 

True love is at home on a carpet^ I' 

And mightily likes his ease — j 

And true love has an eye for a dinner, 

And starves beneath shady trees. 
His wing is the fan of a lady, 

His foot's an invisible thing, 
And his arrow is tipp*d with a jewel 

And shot from a ^ver string. 



! 



THE DECLARATION. 

TwAS late, and the gay company was gone, 

And light lay soft on the deserted room 

From^alabaster vases, and a scent 

Of orange leaves, and sweet verbena came 

Through the unshutter*d window on the air, 

And the rich pictures with their dark old tints 

Hung like a twilight landscape, and all things 

Seem'd hush*d into a slumber. Isabel, 

The dark-eyed, spiritual Isabel 

Was leaning on her harp, and I had stay'd 

To whisper what I could not when the crowd 

Hung oiT her look like worshippers. I knelt, 

And with a fervor of a lip unused 

To the cool breath of reason, told my bve. 
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There was no answer, and I took the hand 
That rested on the strings, and pressed a kiss 
Upon it unforbidden — and again 
Besought her, that this silent evidence 
That I was not indifferent to her heart, 
Might have the seal of one sweet syllable. 
I kiss'd the small white fingers as I spoke, 
And she withdrew them gently, and upraised 
Her forehead fit>m its resting-plaoe, and look'd 
Earnestly on me — She had hem culeep I 



POEU 

BKLITSBID AT BROWN UMITSBSITT, 8SPT. C, 1831. 

If, m the eyes that rest upon me now, 
I see the light of an immortal fire — 
If) in the awe of concentrated thought^ 
The solemn presence of a multitode 
Breathing together, the instinctive mind 
Acknowledges aright a type of Qod — 
Then is the ruling spirit of this hour 
Oompell'd from Heaven ; and if the soaring minds 
Usher'd this day upon an untried flight 
Stoop not their courses, we are met to cheer 
Spirits of light ^rung freshly on their way. 

But, what a mystery — ^this erring mind ? 
It wakes within a frame of various powers 
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A stranger in a new and wandrons worki 
It brings an instinct firom some other sph^v^ 
For its fine senses are fioniliar all, 
And, with the unconscious habit of a dream. 
It calls, and they obey. The priceless sight 
Springs to its curious organ, and the ear 
Learns strangely to detect th' articulate air 
In its unseen divisions, and the tongue 
Qets its miraculous lesson with the reet^ 
And in the midst of an obedient throng 
Of well-trained* ministers, the mind goes forth 
To search the secrets of a newfound home. 

Its infancy is fbll of hope and joy. 
Knowledge is sweety and Nature is a nurse 
Gentle and holy ; and the light and air 
And all things common, warm it like the sun, 
And ripen the eternal seed within. 
And so its youth glides on ; and still it seems 
A heavenward spirit, straying oftentimes, 
But never widely ; and if Death might come 
And ravish it from earth, as it is now, 
We could almost believe that it would mount, 
Spotless and radiant, from the very grave. 
But manhood comes, and in its bosom sits 
Another spirit Stranger as it seems, 
It is familiar there, for it has grown 
In the unsearch'd recesses all unseen, — 
Or if its shadow darkenM the bright doora^ 
Twas «miled upon and gently driven in; 
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And as tbe spider and the honej-bee 

Feed on the same hngbt flowers, this modong tool 

Ped with its porer brother, and grew strong. 

Till now, in semblance of the soal ita^, * 

With its own mi^i and sceptre, and a voice 

Sweet as an angel*s and as fiill of power, 

It sits, a bold usurper on the throne. 

What is its nature 7 'Tis a child of di^, 

And bom of human passions. In its truln 

Follow all things nnhdjw-Ldve of Qold, 

Ambition, Pleasure, Pride oi place or nimc^ 

AH that we wocahip for itsdf akme, 

AU that we maj not carry through the gr«ve. 

We have made idob of these pmihing things 

Till thej have grown time^ionor^d on their shrine^ 

And all men bow to them. Tet what or^ they? 

What is Ambrioh ? 'Tis a glorious cheat I 

Angels of li^t walk not so da^zlingly 

The sapphire walls of Heaven. The unaearch'd mine 

Hath not sudi gems. Earth's constellated thrones 

Have not such pomp of purple and of gold. 

It hath no features. In its face is set 

A mirror, and the gazer sees his own. 

It looks a Qod, but it islike UrMetfl 

It hath a mien msgestical, and smiles 

Bewilderingly sweet — but how like him I 

It follows not with fortune. It is seen 

Rarely or never in the rich man's hall 

It seeks tro chamber of the gifted boy. 

And lifU ? 3 bumble window, and comes in. 
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The narrow walls expand, and spread awaj 
Into a kingly palace, and the roof 
Lifts to the sky, and nnseen fingers work 
The ceilings with rich blasonry, and write 
His name in burning letters over all 
And ever, as he shuts his 'wilder'd eyes, 
The phantom comes and lays upon his lids 
A apell that murders sleep, and in his ear 
Whispers a deathless word, and on his brain 
Breathes a fierce thirst no water will allay. . 
He 18 its slave henceforth I His days are q[)ent 
In chaining down his hearty and watching whero 
To rise by human weaknesses: His nights 
Bring him no rest in all their blessed hours. 
His kindred are forgotten or estranged. 
Unhealthful fires bum constant in his eye. 
Hb lip grows restless, and its smile is curl'd 
Half into scorn — till the bright^ fiery boy, 
That was a daily blessing but to see, 
His spirit was so bird-like and 430 pure, 
Is fi^zen, in the very flush of youth, 
Into a cold, care-fi^tted, heartless mant 

« And what is its reward ? At best, a riamc I 
Praise— when the ear has grown too dull to hear , 
€teld — ^when the senses it should please aie dead ; 
Wreaths — ^when the hair they cover has grown gray ^ 
fame — ^when the heart it should have thrilled is nuiah, 
AH things but leHw—when k)ve is all we want; 
And ddse behind comes Death, and ere we know 
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That ev*n these tmavailing gifts are aan. 

He sends u% stripp'd and naked, to the gra?e* 

Is it «fe oum reward? Reply to it, 
£vei7 aspiring heart within these walls' 
Summon the shadows of those bitter hours 
Wasted in broodmg or neglect I Recall 
The bummg tears wrung from a throbbing brain 
By a proud effi>rt foil'd; and after all 
These agonies are number'd, radc your heart 
Back to its own self-nurtured wretchedness. 
And when the pangs are crowded into one 
Of all fife's scorpion-stings, and Death itself 
Is sent or stay'd, as it would bless or curse, 
Tell me if self-misgiving torture not 
Unutterably more I 

Yet this is aU I 
The world has no such glorious phantom else. 
The spirit that could slave itself to Gold 
Hath never drunk of knowledge at the well 
And Pleasure^ if the senses would expand 
And multiply with using, might delude 
The flesh-imprison'd fancy — ^but not long. 
And earthly Love — ^if measured, is too tame— 
And if it drink, as in proud hearts it will, 
At the deep springs of life, is but a cloud 
Brooding with nameless sorrow on the soul- 
A sadness — a sick-heartedness — a tear I 
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And ibme are the high idob of tlus woMl . 
Betreating shadows caught but at the giave — 
Mocking delu9ionSy changing at the touch — 
Of one false spirit the fsdae children alL 
And yet) what godlike gills neglected lie 
Wasting and marred in the forgotten soul I 
The finest workmanship of GK>d is there. 
'Tis fleeter than the wings of light and wind; 
'Tis subtler than the rarest shape of air ; 
Fire and wind and water do its will; 
Earth hath no secret from its delicate eye ; 
The air no ak^hymy it solveth not ; :, 
The star- writ heavens are read and understood. 
And every spforj mineral hath a name, 
And truth is. recognised, and beauty felt, 
And Qt>d*s own image stamp'd upon its brow. 

How is it so forgotten ? WiU it live 
When the great firmament is roll'd awiqr? 
SM it a voice forever audible, 
'' I AM ETERNAL I" Can it ovcrcome 
This mocking passion-fiend, and eyen here 
Live like a seraph upon truth and hght ? 

How can we ever be the slaves we are, 
With a sweet angel sitting in our breasts I 
How can we creep so lowly, when oiur wings 
Tremble and plead for fceedom I Look at mm 
Who reads aright the image on his soul, 
And gives it nurture like a child of light 
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His life is calm and blessed, tot his peMe, 

Like a rich pearl beyond the diver's keB, 
Lies deep in his own bosom. He is pure. 
For the soul's errands are not done with men. 
His senses are subdued and serve the fOuL 
He feels no void, for eveiy feftulty 
Is used, and the fine balance of desire 
Is perfect^ and strains evenly, and on. 
Content dwells with him, for his mind is fed, 
And Temperance has driven out unrest 
He heaps no gold. It cannot buy him mora 
Of any thing he needs. The air of heaven 
Visits no freshlier the rich man's brow ; 
He has his portion of each silver star 
Sent to his eye as freely, and the light 
Of the blest sun pours on his book as dear 
As on the golden missal of a king. 
The spicy flowers are £*ee to him ; the sward^ 
And tender moss, and matted forest leaves 
Are as elastic to his weary feet; 
The pictures in the fountains^ and beneath 
The spreading trees, fine pencillings of liglit^ 
8tay while he gases on them ; the bright birds 
Enow not that he is poor ; and as he comes 
From his low roof at mom, up goes the lark 
Mounting and singing to the gate of Heaven, 
And merrily away the little brook 
Trips with its feet of silver, and a voice, 
Almost articulate, of perfect joy. 
Air to his forehead, water to his lips, 
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Heat to hk blood, come just as faithibny, 
And his own faculties as freely play. 
Love fills his voice with music, and the tear 
Springs at as light a bidding to his eye ; 
And his free limbs obey him, and his sight 
Flies on its wondrous errands everywhere. 

What does he need ? Next to the works of Qod 
His friends are the rapt sages of dd time ; 
And they impart their wisdom to his soul 
In lavish fulness, when and where he will. 
He sits in his mean dwelling and communes 
With Socrates and Plato, and the shades 
Of all great men and holy, and the words 
Written in fire by Milton, and the King 
Of Israel, and the troop of glorious bards, 
Bavish and steal his soul up to the sky — 
And what is it to him, if these come in 
And visit him, that at his humble door 
There are no pillars with rich capitals 
And walls of curious workmanship within ? 

I stand not here in Wisdom's sacred stole. 
My lips have not been touch'd with holy fire. 
An humbler office than a counsellor 
Of human duties, and an humbler place, 
Would better grace my knowledge and my yoarai 
I would not seem presuming. Yet have I 
Mingled a little in this earnest world, 
And stiiked upon its chances, and have leam'd 
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Truths that I never gither'd from my books. 
And though the lessons they have taught me seem 
Things of the wayside to the practised man^ 
It is a wisdom by much wandering leamM ; 
And if but one young spirit bend its wing 
More in the eye of Heaven, because it knew 
The erring courses that bewilder'd mine, 
I have not sufifer'd ncv shall teach in vain. 

It is a lesson oftener leam*d than loved— 
AU knowledge is not nauriehmeni. The mind 
Hay pine upon its food. In reckless thirst 
The scholar sometimes kneels beside the stream 
Polluted by the lepers of the mind. 
The skeptio, with his doubts of all things good 
And faith in all things evil, has been there , 
And, as the stream was mingled, he has strown 
The shore with all bright flowers to tempt the ej% 
And sloped the banks down gently for the feet; 
And Genius, like a Men child of light^ 
Has fill'd the place with magic, and compeU*d 
Most beautiful creations into forms 
And images of license, and they come 
And tempt you with bewildering grace to kneel 
And drink of the wild waters ; and behind 
8tand the strong Passions, pleading to go in ; 
And the approving world looks silent on ; 
Till the pleased mind conspires against itself 
And finds a subtle reason why 'tis good. 
We are deceived, thougli, even as we drink. 
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We tasle the evil In Ud sweetest tone 

The lying Tempter whispers in our ear; 

'' Though it may stain/twfll gkrengthen your prood wings 

And in the wild ambition of the sool 

We drink anew, and dream like Lucifer 

To mount upon our daring draught to Heaven. 

I need not fblbw the sin^tuda 
Truth is vUaUfy, and if the mind 
Be fed on poison, it muit lose Its power* 
The vision that forever strains to err, 
Soon finds its task a habit; and the taste 
That will own nothing true or beautiful 
Soon finds the world distorted as itself; 
And tibe loose mind, that feeds an appetite 
For the enticements of licentious thought^ 
Contracts a leprosy that oversteals 
Ita senses, like a palsy, chill, and last 

Another lesson with my manhood came. 
1 have unleam'd contempt It is the sin 
That is engender*d earliest in the soul, 
And doth beset it Mke a poison-worm, 
Feeding on all its beauty. As it steals 
Into the bosom, you may see the light 
Of the dear, heavenly eye grow cold and dim. 
And the fine, upright glory of the brow 
Cloud with mistrust, and the unfettered lip. 
That was as fi-ee and clianoreful as the wind— 
Even in siMlaess redolent of love — 
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Curi'd tHtb the icineds of A constant ioMii. 
It eats into the mind till it pollutes 
AH its pure fountains^ Feeling, reason, taste 
Breathe of its chiR oomipUon. Every sense 
That could convey a pleasure is benumb'd, 
And the bright human being, that was made 
Fall of all warm affections, and with power 
To lode through all things lovely up to God, 
Is changed into a cold and doubting fiend, 
With but one use for reason — U> despise I 

Oh, if there is one law above the rest 
Written in reason — \S there is a word 
That I would traced as with a pen of fire 
Upon the unsunn'd temper of a child — 
If there is any thing that keeps the mind 
O^n to angel visits, and repels 
The ministry of ill — 'tis human love f 
Gk)d has made nothing worthy of contempt 
The smallest pebble in the weU of truth 
Has its peculiar meaning, and will stand 
When man's best monuments have pass'd away. 
The law of heaven is love ; and though its name 
Has been usurped by passion, and profaned 
To its unholy uses through all time, 
Still, the eternal principle is pure ; 
And in these deep affections that we feel 
Omnipotent within us, we but see 
The lavish measure in which love is given; 
And in the yearning tenderness of a child 
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For every bird that sings above bis head, 
And every creature feeding on the hills, 
And every tree, and flower, and running brook, 
We see how every thing was made to love. 
And how they err, who, in a world like this, 
Find any thing to hate but human pride I 

Oh, if we are not bitterly deceived — 
If this familiar spirit that communes 
With yours this hour — that has the power to search 
All things but its own compass — is a spark 
Struck from the burning essence of its GKkI — 
If, as we dream, in every radiant star 
We see a shining gate through which the soul^ 
In its degrees of being, will ascend — 
If, when these weary organs drop away, 
We shall forget their uses, and commune 
With angels and each other, as the stars 
Mingle their light, in silence and in love — 
What is this fleshly fetter of a day 
That we should bind it with immortal flowers I 
How do we ever gaze upon the sky, 
And watch the lark soar up till he is lost, 
And turn to our poor periling dreams away. 
Without one tear for our imprison*d wings I 
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BIRTODAT nr A FQRIIQV DUL 

*Ti8 the day mj mother bore her son f 
She has thought ance mom of her abeent oim 
At break of day she remembered me 
Witib, trembling lip and bended knee ; 
And, at the hour of morning prayer. 
She has fiz*d her eye on the empty chair; 
And, as my father bow'd to pray, 
For one much loved and fiur away. 
My mother*8 heart was stirr'd anew, 
And tears hare guah'd her fingers throng^; 
And with moving lips and bw-benthead, 
Her soul to heaven has melting fled. 

Mother I dear mother I Fve wandered k>ng, 
And must wander still, in these lands of song. 
My cheek is burnt with eastern mns ; 
My boyish blood more tamely runs: 
My speech is cold, my bosom seal*d ; 
My once free nature check'd and steeFd; 
I have found the world so unlike thee ; 
I have been so forced a rock to be ; 
It has froze my heart I^-of my mother only. 
When the hours are sad, in places lonely-^ 
Only of thee— Hloes a thought go by 
That leaves a tear in my weary eye : 
I see thy smile in the clouded air ; 
I fed thy hand in my wmd-stirr'd hair; 
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i hear thy voioe, with its pleading tona^ 
When cte I bad feit in the world aloofr^ 
So alone, that there seem'd to be 
Only my mother 'twizt heaven and me 1 

Mother I dear mother I the feding nnrst 
As I hung at thy bosom, dung round thee fiisl^ 
Twas the earliest link in love's warm chain; 
Tis the only one that will long remain ; 
And as, year by year, and day by day, 
Some fiiend still trusted drops away, 
Mother I dear mother! oh, dost thou see 
How the shorten'd chain brii^ me nearer tnee 
Malta, Jan, 90, 1884. 



TO A BRIDE. 
Doa wiLUAic r. o b] 



FiUSB thou on 1 for the tow is said 
Tk»X, may ne'er be broken ; 

The trembling hand hath a blessing laid 

On snowy forehead and auburn braid, 
And the word is spoken 

By lips that never their word betray'dt 

Pass thou on \ for thy human all 

Is richly given, 
And the voice that claims its holy thrall 
Must be sweeter for life than music's fidl, 
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And, this side heaven, 
Til J hp may never that trust recall 

Pass thou on t yet many an eye 

Will droop and glisten ; 
^nd the hushing heart in vain will try 
To still its pulse as thy step goes by, 

And we vainly listen 
For thy voice of witching melody. 

Pass thou on 1 yet a sister's tone 

In its sweetness lingers, 
Like some twin echo sent back alone. 
Or the bird's soft note when its mate hath flown; 

And a sister's fingers 
Will again o*er the thrilling harp be thrown. 

And our eyes will rest on their foreheads fair, 

And our hearts awaken 
Whenever we come where their voices i 
But oh, we shall think how musical were, 

Ere of thee forsaken. 
The min^d voices we listed there. 



THE BROKEN BRACELET. 

'TwAS broken in the gliding dance, 

When thou wert in thy dream of power, 

When lip and motion, smile and glance 
Were lovely all-— the belle's bright hour. 
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The light lay soft upon thy brow. 

The music melted in thine ear, 
And one, perchance forgotten now, 

With Vilder'd thoughts, stood mosing near^ 
Marvelling not that links of gold 
A pulse like thine had not controll*d. 

*Tis midnight now — the dancers gone — 

And thou in thy rich dreams asleep ; 
And I, awake, am gazing on 

The fragments given me to keep. 
I think of every glowing vein 

That ran beneath these links of gold. 
And wonder if a thrill of pain 

Made those bright channels ever cold. 
With gifts like thine, I cannot think 

Grief ever chilled this broken link. 

Good night! 'tis little now to thee 

That in my ear thy words were spoken. 
And thou will think of them, and me. 

As long as of the bracelet broken. 
And thus is riven many a chain 

That thou hast fasten*d but to break. 
And thus thou'It sink to sleep again, 

As careless if another wake; 
The only thought thy heart can rend 
Is — what thefdlow *U charge to mencL 
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TO A COQUKTTJB. 

HxQUisiTE Laura I with ihj pouting lip 

And the ardi smile that makes me constant 80^ 
Tempting me still, like a duU bee, to sip 

The flower I should have left so long ago-^ 
Beautiful Laura t who art just so &ir 

That I can think thee loveliest when alone^ 
And still art not so wonderfully rare 

That I could never find a prettier one— 
Fetterless Laura I laughing, sighing, crying^ 

Li the same breath, and gravest with the gsy 
So wild that Cupid ever shoots thee flying; 

And knows his archery is thrown away — 
Inconstant as I am, I cannot yet 
Break thy sweet chain, oh merciless coquette \ 



TO JULIA GRISI» 

AfTR HKABINO HKB TK *AlfNA BOLKMA.** 

When the rose is brightest, 

Its bloom will soonest die ; 
When bums the meteor brightest^ 

'Twill vanish from the sky. 
If Death but wait until delight 

O'errun the heart, like wine. 
And break the cup when brimming qinte^ 
I die — for thou hast pour'd to-night 

The last drop into mine. 
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THK TABLE OF EMERALD. 

**I>e6|!^ it is said, aader yonder pTramid, has for nges lain eonceal^l 
Che Table of Emerald, on which the thrioe-great Hermes ongraTe<( 
before the flood, the secret of alcbyiny that gives gold at will.*' 

MooBs^s Epiourkah. 

That Emerald vast of the Pyramid — 

Were I where it is laid, 
I would ask no king for his heavy crown 

As its mystic words were said. 
The pomp of wealth, the show of power. 

In vain for me would shine. 
And naught that brings the mind a care 

Would win bright gold of mine. 

Would I feast all day — ^revel all night — 

Laugh with a secret sadness ? 
Would I sleep away the breessy mom 

And wake to the goblet's madness ? 
Would I spend no time and no golden ore 

J?or the wisdom that sages knew? 
Would I run to waste with a himian mind. 

To its holy trust untrue ? 

Oh knew I the depth of that Emerald epell, 

And had I the gold it brings, 
I would never load with a feaster's joy 

My spirit's mounting winga 
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I would bind no wreath to my brow to-day. 

That would leave a stain to-morrow. 
Nor drink a draught of joy to-nig^t 
That would change with mom to aorrow. 

Bat oh I I would burst this chidn of fbrmii 

And be ^irit and fency-free ; 
Por costly aid to my mind alone 

Should my gold be scattered free. 
I would place my foot on my be^M of ore 

To mount to Wisdom's throne, 
And buy, with the wealth of an Indian mine; 

To be lefly of care, alone. 

Ambition 1 my lip would langh to seora 

Thy plume and thy gleaming sword! 
I would follow sooner a woman's eye 

Or a child^s hnperfect word ; 
But come with the glory of human tfaoc^^fat, 

And the light of the scholar's brow, 
And my heart shall be taught forgetfulness 

And alone at thy altar bow I 

There wasone mild eye — there wasonedeeptone-^ 

They were dear to this heart of mine ! 
Dearer to me was that mild blue eye 

Than the light on Wisdom^s shrine. 
My soul brought up fix>m its deepest cell 

The snm of its earthty love ; 
But it oould not buy her wing finom heaveo, 

And she flew to her home above. 
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That first ^eep k>ve I have taken bade 

In my rajlees breast to hide ; 
With the tear it brought for a burning seai^ 

Twill there forever lude. 
I may stretch on now to another goal — 

I may feed my thoughts of flame — 
The tie is broken that kept me back. 

And my mind speeds on — ^for £une. 

But^ alasl I am dreaming as if I knew 

The spell of the tablet green I 
I forget how like to a broken reed 

Is the hope on which I lean. 
There is nothing tme of my idle dream 

But the wreck of my early love, 
And my mind is odn'd for my daily breadi 

And how can it soar above ? 



R£V£RI£S. 

AN XAKLT POnC. 



I AM an eldest son. My years 

Have been like golden moments nursed | 
And if I ever wept, my tears 

From gentle fountains, gently burst 
My moth^s kiss came with my pn^er; 

My father's bfesstng with my sleep; 
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My sisters words like imsic were, 

And how could I have learn'd to weep 7 
I did not— and have worn a brow 
Of sonshine, even until now. 

Loye comes to sndi like nature's law, 

As waters swelling to a gush ; 
And thnS| if light or life I saw, 

My feelings to their source would rash. 
A sunny lea^ a flitting diade, 

A tint of autumn^ moonhg^t^ aught 
By which this glorious world is mado 

So beautifiil, my spirit caught— 
And thnfling pleasure, and strange power 

To love and to be blest rushed by, 
And I have Eved an angel's hour, 

WhOe sadder spuHa bng^d to die. 

You wen m^t deem that I should kxJc 

On ocRning days^ as kx>k8 the sua 
On leaf and tree, Mid find the book 

Of nature seem a brilliant one* 
Like him I look'd upon the side 

The light in my own eye made bright; 
And ever found the shadows glide 

lake guilty spirits from my sight 
What marvd then that I should build 

The dreams this loitering tale would tel^ 
Of lig^t, and that my thought should gild 

The airy elements too well ? 
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But it is 80— and I will leare 

The moral to the sad and dull, 
For I can never stop to grieve 

While I can find the beautiful 

I have lived twenty years, and feel 

The longings which come ever then, 
To try, with mind, or heart, Or steel. 

Collision with my fellow-men, 
I burn to bound from beauty's thrall, 

Where others deem me idly chained, 
And ^rtke my blow for aught, or all 

That o*er the universe hath reign*d. 
They call me boy — I feel the man — 

And yet will prove how deeply set 
Is that one element, " I can," 

Among the things we ne*er forget 
'Tis time, I know, that I was flinging 

My rosy fetters to the wind. 
And, like the desert courser, springing 

Upon the proud career of mind. 
But it is near — and with that hour 

I looked to see my follies flee; 
And sterner thoughts come on, with power 

To nerve my wakening energy. 
'Tis no fair dream — I look for trial, 

Which every quivering sinew wrings; 
For pourings fi-om that bitter vial. 

Which drinks to death life's swelling springs* 
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And watch for love's impassioned flashes 

In eyes too serious till now. 
I lay upon the wasting bed 

Of sicknessy and I watdi a cheek 
Whose oobr at my j^aint has fled, 

And count the deep bl>i« veins that stieak 
Its lily whiteness ; and I listen 

To tones that speak inquirii^y, 
And feel, that as the tear-dn^ glisten^ 

And fall upon me, I could die ; 
For I should sink into my rest^ 
So utteriy, supremdy UesU 

1898. 
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THE LADY JANE; 

OR, AH OLD HMD'S LOVK. 



Thi:re was a lady — fair, and forty too. 

There was a youth of scarcely two and twenty. 
The story oi this love is strange, yet true. 

I'll tell it you I Romances are so plenty 
In prose, that you'll be glad of something new. 

And so I'll versify what did and meant he. 
Tou think he was too young i — but tell me whether 
The moth and humming-bird grow old together 1 

n. 

Nature, that made the ivy-leaf and lily, 
Not of one warp and woof hath wove us all I 

Bent goes the careful, and erect the silly, 
And wear and tear make difference — not small ; 

And loveliness may drive through Piccadilly 
Changeless till fifly, if no pangs befalL 

A day's grief, out of some, a year's life washes ; 

Some shed it like ducks' backs and "Mackintoshes." 
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m. 
The Lady Jane was daughter of an Earl — 

Shut from approach like sea-njinph in her ehelL 
Never a rude breath atiiT'd the floating c^irl 

Upon her marble temple, and naugh' iell 
ITpon the ear of the patrician girl 

But pride-check*d syllables, all measured welL 
Her suitors were her father's and not hers — 
So were her debts at " StoiT-and-Mortimer'i#,'* 



Her health was lady-like. No blood, in riot, 
Tangled the tracery of her vein^ cheeky 

Nor seem'd her exquisite repose the quiet 
Of one by suffering made sweet and meek. 

She ate and drank, and probably lived by it, 
And Kked her cup of tea by no means weak 1 

Untroubled by debt, lovers, or afiSiction, 

Her pulse beat with extremely Httle friction. 



Tet was there fire within her soft gray eye, 
And room for pressure on her lip of rose; 

And few who saw her gracefully move by, 
Imagined that her feelings slept, or froze. 

You may have seen the cunning florist tie 
A thread about a bud, which never blows, 

But, with shut chalice from the sun and rain, 

Hoards up the mom — and such the Lady Jane. 
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The 6Ld lord had had goffers for her hand. 
To whidi he answered— by his secretary. 

And, doubtless^ some were for the lady's land. 
The men being <M and valetudinary ; 

But there were others who were aU unmanned, 
And fell into a life of wild vagary^ 

In their deq>air. To tell his daughter of it. 

The cold Earl thoc^t would be but little profit 



And so she bloom'd — all fenced around with care ; 

And none could find a way to win or woo her. 
When visible at home — ^the Earl was there I 

Abroad — her diaperon stuck dosely to her 1 
She was a sort of nun in open air, 

Known to but few, and intimate with fewer; 
And, always used to conversation guarded, 
8he though all men talk'd just as her papa did 

VIII. 

Pause while you read, oh, Broadway demoiselle f 
And bless your stars that long before you marry, 

You are a judge of passion pleaded well 1 
For you have listened to Tom, Dick, and Harry, 

And, if kind Heaven endowed you for a belle, 
At least your destiny did not miscarry I 

•You've had your fling" — and now, all wise and steady 

For matrimony's cares you're cool and ready I 

26* T 
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And yet the bloom npm the fruit is fair I 
And " ignorance «i bliss" in teanfaiag love I 

And guarding lips, when others hare been tbercu ' 
Is apt uneasy reveries to move I 

I reatty think mammas should have a oaiel 
And though of nunneries I disapprore, 

Tis easier to make Uuahes hear to raasoa 

Than to unteach a "Saratoga Seasoo." 

In France, where, it is said, they wiser are, 
Miss may not waJt "Mt^ even with her cousin; 

And when she is abroad from bolt and bar, 
A M oil-bred man should be to her quite froien; 

And so at last^ like a high-priced attar 
HermeticalljT sealed in silk and resin, 

She is deliTer'd safe to him who lores her; 

And then— with whom she will she's handand glove, fdr* 

ZIr 

I know this does not work well, and that ours 
Are the best wives on earth. They love their spousea 

Who prize them-^as you do centennial flowers, 
For having bloom 'd, though not in your green-bouses 

'Tis a bold wooer that dare talk of dowers. 
And where /live, the milking of the cows is 

Too rude a task for females! Well 'Twould hurt you, 

Where women are so priaed, to sneer at virtue. 
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''Free-bom Amerioana," tbey must hate ft«e4oml 
Thej*ll 8tay«— if they have kaye to run away. 

They're iffioistering angds when yoa need 'em^ 
But 'q)eciaUy want credit in Broadway, 

Freooh/mves are more particular how you feed 'em, 
The EDgliah drag yon oftener to the play. 

But ours we quite enalaTe— (more true than fiiwy>— 

l^th ''heaven-bom liberty/' and (rti«<— or mofk^y 1 

XHL 

TJpon her ihirtielh birth-day, Lady Jane 

l%Might sadly on the iwentietf Eren Uie '^eena 

That she had said farewell to, without pain^- 
Leaves fidHng from a flower that nothing meanar^ 

Seem'd worth regathering to live again ; 

But not like Buth, fiures Memory, who gleans 

After the careful Hwrester of years: — 

The Lady Jane thought on't wicu bitter teacs I 

xrr. 

She glided t6 her mirror. Prom the air ' 
GHided to meet her, with its tearful eyes, 

A semblance sad, but beautifully £ur; 

Abd gradually there stole a sweet surprise 

Under her lids, and as she laid the hair 
Baek from her snowy brow. Madonna-wise, 

'^ Time, after all," she said, '' a harmless flirt is V 

And from thai hom* took kindly to her tkirUu. 
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Akid, witfi kfe lionors not at alt xnasbuAyf 

The Decimal eleot 8tepp*d oooUy in ; 
AndhaviDg all His nights and mornings readj, 

Ile'd very HtUe tronble to begin. 
And l^ffmty was qoite pc^lar^-^^they said he 

Went out of oflSoe with so IkUe dint 
Toe M iSari did not celebrate (nor ongfat he) 
£er bfftb-days more. And like a dream came Jbrty« 

xvt 
/ nd on the mom of it fA» stood' to dress, 
. Mock*d by that flattering semblance, as befi^re^ 
And lifted with a smile the raveo trees, 

Thal^ darkenmg her white shoulder, swept the £ooc. 
!nme had n<>t touched her dazding lovelineBst 

" Yet is it time»** she said, ^ mat I giTS o'er — 
Tm an old rmncl/— -and thongh I su£fer by it, I 
Must diange my style imd leaye off gay society.*' 

atnt. 
And so she did. Her maid by her desire 

Comb'd her hixnrlant locks behind her ears ; 
She had her dresses altered to come higher. 

Though it dissolved the dress-maker in tears I 
And flung a new French hat into the fire. 

Which she had bought, " forgetful of her yeara. 
This t' anticipate "the worid*s dread kughl" 
Most persons think too mueh of it, by halt 
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•KVIIL 

I do not meaiK U> aky th^t geuHnSif 

Tfie *' virtuous single" take too soon to tea; 

But now and then you find one who oould ralljr 
At fortj, and go back to twenty-three— 

A handsome^ phimp^ affectionate '' Aunt Sally," 
With no taste for cats, flannel, and B<^eai 

And I would have her, spite of "he or she says^** 

Up heart aiad pin her kerchief as she pleases. 

XIX. 

Some men, 'tis sud, prefer a woman &t — 
Lord Byron did. Some like her very spare. 

Some like a lameness. (I have known one that 
Would go quite fiir enough for your despair. 

And haU in time.) Some like them delicate 
As lilies, and with some " the only wear" 

Is one whose sex has spoiled a mid^pman. 

Some only liked what pleased another num. 

XX. 

I like one that Ukes me. But there's a kind 

Of women, very dangerous to poets, 
Whose hearts beat with a truth that seems like mind-* 

A nature that, though passionate, will show its 
Devotion by not being rash or blind ; 

But by sweet study grows to love. And so it's 
Not odd if they are counted cold, though handsome^ 
And never nieet a man who understand 'em. 
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XXf. 

By never I mean kite in tife. But ah ! * ' 

How •xquisite their h>ye and friendship then I 

Peretmial of soul such women are, 

And readers of the hearts of gifted men : 

And as the deep well mourns the hidden star, 
And mirrors the first ray that beams again. 

They — be the loved light lost or dimly burning — 

Feel all its clouds, and trust its bright retuming. 

ZXII. 

In outward JBeeming tranquil and isubdued, 
Their hearts beneath beat youthfully and fas<> 

Time and imprison'd love make not a prude; 
And warm the gift we know to be the last ; 

And pure is the devotion that must brood 
Upon your hopes alone — for here are past! 

Trust me, /'a rising man " rose seldom higher, 

But some dear, sweat old maid has pull'd the wire. 

xxm. 

The Lady Jane, (pray do not think that hers 
Was quite the character I have drawn above. 

Old maids, like young, have various calibres, 
And hers was moderate, though she was "a love,**) 

The Lady Jane call'd on the dowagers — 
Mainly her slight acquaintance to improve, 

But partly with a docile wish to know 

What solaces of age were comme il/auL 
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They stared at her plain hat and air demure, ' 

But answered her with some particularity ; 
And she was edified you may be sure, 

And added vastly to her popularity. 
She found a dozen mad on furniture, 

Five on emboidery, and none on charity ; 
But her last call — the others were but short ones-* 

Turn'd out to Xiady Jane of some importance. 

.XXV. 

The door was opened by a Spanish page — 
A hindsome lad in green with bullet buttons, 

Who look'd out like a trulian, from a cage, 
And deign'd to glance at the tall menial but once, 

Then bent, with earnestness beyond his age, 

His eyes, (you would have liked to see them shut once, 

The fringes were so long) — on Lady Jane. 

The varlet clearly thought her not so plain, 

XXVI. 

And bounding up the flower-laden stair, ' 

He waited her ascent, then open flung 
A mirror, elear as it 'twere a door of air. 

Which on its silver hinge with music swung — 
Contrived that never foot should enter there 

Unheralded by that melodious tongue, 
This delicate alarum is worth while 
More 'specially with carpets of three-pile. 
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JCZVXL 

Beyond a giilery extended, cool, . 

And softly lighted, and, from dome to floor, 
Hung pictures-— mostly the Venetian school ; 

Each " worth a Jew'a eye " — very likely more ; 
And drapery, gold^broider'd in Stamboul, 

Closed the extremity in lieu of door: 
This the page lifled, and disclosed to view 
The boudoir of the Countess Pasiblea. 

XXVIII. 

It was a small pavilion lined with pink, — 

Mirrors and silk all, save the door and sky-light, 

The latter of stained glas& (Tou would not think 
How juvenescent is a rosy high light!) 

Upon the table were seen pen and ink, 

(Two things I cannot say have stood in m'y light,) 

Amid a host of trinkets, toys, and fans; 

The table in the style of Louis Quinze^ 

XXIX. 

A singular and fragile Htde creature 

Upon the cushions inddently lay. 
With waning life in each transparent fbatare, 

But youth in her bright lips' ethereal pky ; 
In short, the kind of creature that would meet your 

Conception of a transmigrating fay — 
The dark eyes, not at all worn out or weary, 
Kindling for transfer to some baby Peri I . 
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The tqetqsed op» past nwwcjiny. Yetbertotut 
Were wMly, deeply, exqoiiitely dear ; 

Though voice is not a thing of flesh Mid boses^ 
And probably goes up while they stay here. 

Not to imply that nasal Smith and Jones 
WiQ twang as usual in the " bitter sfrfiece,"— ^ 

But tones there be whidi must (the Lord assoil ihem f ) 

Bewitoh as they do here, or heaven will spoil tbem*. 

XTXU 

Her person WM dress'd rmj like her sotd— 

In fine material most loosely worn. 
A cobweb duhmere struggled to control 

Ringlets that kuigh'd the filmy folds to soom, 
And, fh>m the eli&vHs in which she nestled, stole 

The smallest slii^)er ever soil'd or torn. 
You would not guess her age by looking at bee. 
Nor fix>m my sketdi, of course. We'll leave that *aaU)er. 

''Ky dear!" the Oountess said, (by this tisie «iM • 
Had ceased the Weather, poor old man, to hamracr— 

He gets it, in these morning calls, pardie / 
And Lady Jane had hinted with a stammer 

Her errand-^somewhat delicate, you seey) i 

" My dear, how very odd I I fear I arn^a 

Poof judge of age — (who made that funny bonnet t) 

Lideed, t always turned my back upon it I ;. 

27 , 
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^ TiiM bis no traaiQeas in erne's booso, mj dtiar f 
I'm not at home to Any of my creditors. 

They send their nasty bills in, once a year, 
And Time's are like Mortality's — mere ' dead letters/ 

Besides, what comfort is there liyiog here, 

If erery stupid hour's to throw Death's head at us? 

(Lend me a pin, dear 1) Time at last will stop us : 

But, come to that — ^we're free by hdbea$ corput. 

XXZIT. 

(" Fie, what a naughty shawl 1 ISh expasS^ 
I trust, love, eh ? Hdd there, thou virtuous pia 

And so you really have come out to-day 
To look you up some suitable new sinl" 

" Oh, Countess !" " Did you never write a play ? 
Nor novel? WeD, you really should begin 1 

For, {hark, my deart) the publishers are biter^ 

Not at the book's fine tiU»^^\xt the writer's. 



I 



" Yoa>e half an authoress ; for, as my m^ says 
'Begon'^B half done,' and you've yom- iiifo writ, 

I quote from Oolbum, and as ivhat * the trade' says 
Is paid for, it is wdUconsider'd wiL 

Genius, undoubtedly, of many grades is, 
But as to us, we do not need a bit 

^Tliree vobmes,* says the bargain, * not too thin*' 

You don't suppose I'd throw him genius in I" 
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<<Bat/sffir, dear Cotmtass !** At the word there fluah'd 
A color to; her oheek like fever's glow, 

And in her hand unconsciously she crushed 
The fringes of her shawl, and bending low 

To hide the tears that suddenly had gush'd 
Into her large, dark eyes, she raurmur'd *^ No f 

Th* inglorious agony oC conquering pain 

Has drunk that dream up. I have lived in vain I 

XXXVII. 

"Yet have I set my soul upon the string, 

Tense with the energy of hi^h desire, 
And trembled with the arrow's quivering spring, 

To launch upon ambition's flight of fire 1 
And never lark so hush'd his heart to sing. 

Or, as he sung, nerved wing to bear it higher. 
As I have striven my wild heart to tame 
And melt its love, pride, passion — into fame I 

XXXVIII. 

"Oh, poor the flattery to call it mine 

For trifles which beguiled an hour of pain. 

Or, on the echoing heels of mirth and wine. 

Crept through the chambers of a throbbing brain. 

Worthily^ have I never written line I 
And when they talk to me of fame I gain, 

In very bitterness of soul I mock it, — 

And put the nett proceeds into my pocket I 
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^ And 90, my deftr,*-kt not the maiket tajy,-^ 
I bid the -crities, pro and otm^ defiance ; 

And then I'm fond of being literary, 
And have a tenderaeas for ' sacking lions.' 

My friend the Dutdiess has a fancy daky : — 
Cheeses or poets, curds or men of seience-* 

It comes to the same tiling. But^ trace to mocking-^ 

Suppose you try my color in a stocking T 



I need not state the ratiocination 
By which the Lady Jane had so decided — 

Not quite upon the regular vocation — 

Of course you knew she was too ridi (or /did) 

To care with Costard for " remuneration;" 
Biit feeling that her life like Lethe glided, 

She thought 'twould be advisable to bag her a 

Few brace of rapids from her friend's Niagara. • 

xu. 

*Well, Countess! what shall be mj premier pcu^ 
Must I propitiate the penny-a-liners? 

Or would a ' sucking lion' stoop so far - 
As to be fed and petted by a dry nurse ? 

I cannot shine— but I can «e« a star — 

Are there not worshippers as well as shiners ? 

I will be ruled implicity by you : — 

My stocking's innocent — ^how dye it blue t*^ 
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Tlie Gotiiite» numbered on her fingera^ matiag :^ 
<< Tve several that- 1 might make you over, 

And not be kiooDSolal:^ at losing ; 
But^ really, as you've neither spouse nor lover, 

*Most any of my pets would be amusing^ 
Particularly if you're not above a 

Discreet flirtAtk>n« Are you ? How's the Earl 7 

Does he still treat yoa like a Uttle girl ? 

zun. 

" How do you see your visiters ? Alone ? 

Does the Earl sleep at table after dinner? 
Have you had many lovers 1 Dear me I None 7 

Was not your fieither something of a sinner ? 
Who is the nicest man you've ever known ? 

Pray, does the butler bring your letters m, or 
First Uke them to the Eari? Is he not rather 
A surly dog? — ^ butler, not your father," 

XUT. 

To these inquiries the Lady Jane 
Beplied with nods, or something as laconic, 

For on the Countess rattled, might and main. 
With a rapidity Ni^K>leonic ; 

Then mused and said, *^ Twill never do^ it's plain—** 
The poet must be warranted Platonic 1 

But, query — how to find you such an oddity ? 

My dear, they dU make lovel— rit'^ their commodity 

27* Digitized by VjUUVIC 



329 WILLIS'S POXJLS, 



Xhv: 



*' The poef 8 on the look-out for a's 

The painter for a * novel situation ;' 
And either does much business between 

The little pauses of a declaration — 
Noting the way in which vou sdb or lean. 

Or use your handkerchief in agitation. 
I've known one — making love like Roderick Random — 
Qet off his knees and make a memoramlum ! 

XLVL 

" You see they're always ready for their tradet» 
And have a speech as pat as a town-crier; 

And 80, my dear, Fm naturally afraid 
To trust you with these gentlemen*on-fire. 

I knew a most respectable old maid 
A dramatist made love to— just to try her ! 

She hang'd herself, of course — but in that way 

He got some pretty touches for .his play. 

XLvn. 

" How shall we manage it ? I say, with tiears^ ' 
Pve only two that are not rogues at bottom ; 

And one of these would soon be * over ears' 
In love with you,-— but that he hasn't got 'em I 

They were cut off by the New Zealanders — 
(As he invariably adds) * *od-rot-'em I' 

(Meaning the savages.) He's quite a poet 

(He weai^ his hair so that you wouldn't know it.) 
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*In his ideaS) I ineaxL (I reallj mm at a 
Stond-stfll about you.) Wdl— 4hi8 man, one daj, 

Took in his head to own the earth's djameter, 
From «ent^ through to nacUr/ (They <io say 

He kilTd his wife— or threw a ham at her — 
Or something— so he had to go away — 

That's neither here nor there.) His name is Widand, 

And under him exactly lies New Zealand. 

zux. 

• Tm not cerbdn if his * seat* *s, or no, » 

In the Low Countries. But the sky above it 

Of course is his ; and for some way below 
He has a right to dig and to improve it ; 

But under him, a million miles or so^ 

Lies land that's not his^ — and the law can't move it. 

It cut poor Wieland's nadir oS, no doubt — 

And so he sail'd to buy the owner out 



'I never quite made out the calculation- 
But plump against his cellar floor, bin 2, 

He found a tribe had built their habitation. 
Whose food was foreigners and kangaroa 

They would sell out — but, to his consternation, 
They charged him — all the fattest of his crew I* 

At last they caught and roasted every one — 

But he escaped by being under-done !" 
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Thftt such * lioa was well worth his feed, 
Confess'd with merry tears the Ladj Jane; 

But, that he answer'd to her present need^ 
(A litenury pet,) was not so plain. 

She thongfat she'd give tiie matter up, indeed. 
Or torn it orer and so call again. 

However, as her friend had mentioned two^ 

Perhaps the other might he made to da 

Ln. 

" Tm looking," said the Countess, "for a letter 

From my old playmate, Isabella Qray. 
'Tis Heaven knows bow long since I have met her; 

She ran away and married one fine day — 
Poor girl t She might have done a great deal better 1 

The boy that she has sent to me, &ey say, 
Is handsome, and has talents very striking : 
So young, to<H^oa oun i^U him to your liking. , 

lul 

" Her letter wfll amuse you. You must know 
That, from her marriage-day, her lord has shut her 

Securely up in an old French chateau ; 
Where, with her children and no woman but her. 

He plays the old school gentleman ; and so 
Her worldly knowledge stopp'd at bread and butter. 

She thinks I may be changed by time — for, may be 

I*ve lost a tooth or got another bf *^. 
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*• Heigb-hol — ^tis evident we're made of cUjr, 
And harden nnless kept in tears and shade ; 

This fashionaWe sunshine dries away 
Much that we err in losing, I'm afraid f 

I wonder what my guardian angels say 
About the sort of Woman I have made 

I wish I could be^n my life again I 

What think you of Pythagoras, Lady Jane ? '* 

Tlie Countess, all this while wad running over 
The pages of a letter, dos.ly cross'd : — 

"I wish," she said, "my most devoted lover 
Took half the trouUe that this scrawl has cost I 

Though some of it is quite a flight above a 

Sane woman's comprehension. Tut! Where was*tl 

There is a passage here — the name's Beanlevres — 

His chateau's in the jieighborhood of Sevres. 



«* The boy's call'd Jules. Ah, here it is !♦ My diil.d 
Brings you this letter. I've not much to say 

More than you know of him, if he has smiled 
When you have seen him. In his features play 

The light from which his soul has been beguiled — 
The blessed Heaven I lose with him to-day. 

I ask you not to love him — he is there I 

And you have loved him— without wish or prayer 1 



joogle 
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^ ' His hi£bet seiit him forth for fame and -goU^^ 
An ftngel on this ^rand I I have strivea 

Against it — but he is not mine to hold. 
They say 'tis wrong to wish to stay him, even. 

And that my pride's poor — my ambition cold 1 
Alas I to get him only back to Heaven 

Is my one passionate prayer 1 TMnk me not wild— - 

'Tis th^t J have an angel for my child 1 

Lvm. 

" * They say that he has genius. I but see 
That he gets wisdom as the flower gets ha% 

While others hive it Uke the toiling bee; 
that, with him, all things beautiful keep new« 

And every mom the firs* mom seems to be— ' 

So freshly look abroad his eyes of blue I 

What he has written seems to me no more 

Than I have thought a thousand times betoe 1 

•' * Yet not upon his gay career to Fame 
Broods my foreboding tear, I wish it won— 

My prayer speeds on his spirit to his wm — 
But in his chamber w'ait I for my son I — 

When darkened is ambition's star of fame — 
When the night's fever of unrest is on — 

With the unbidden sadness, the sharp care, 

I fly from his bright hours, to meet him therel • 
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LZ. 

« * Forgive me if I pfatel Is't mudi— ig*t wild— 
To hope — to pray — that you will sometimes oreep 

To the dreaoL-haunted pillow of my child, 
Sleeping sweet watch above his fitful sleep? 

Blest like his mother, if in dream he smiled, 
Or, if he wept, still blest with him to weep; 

Bewarded-K>h, for how much more than thisl— > 

By his awaking smile-^iis morning Idssl 

<* <I know not how to stop 1 He leaves me well; 

Life, spirit, health, in all his features speak ; 
His foot bounds with the spring of a gazelle; 

But watch him— ^tajr 1 well thought on 1 — there's a streak 
Which the first Altering of his tongue will tell^ 

Long ere the bright blood wavers on his cheek*-* 
A little bursted vein, that, near his hearty 
liooks like a crimson thread half torn i^Murt. 



^ ' So, trusting not his cheek by morning lights 
When hope Sits mantling cm it^ seek his bed 

In the more tranquil watches of the mgbt^ 
And ask this tell-tale how his heart has ^ed. 

If well — ^Lts brandling tracery shows bright; 
But if its sanguine hue look cold and dead| 

Ah, Gertrude I let your ministenng be 

As you would answer it^ in heaven, to me T *' 
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LXUI. 

Enter the page: — ^^Ifiladi's mud is waiting T^^ 
A hint^ (that it was time to dress for dinner,) 

Which puts a stop in London to all prating. 
As &r as goes the letter you're a winner, 

The rest of it to flannel shirts relating — 
When Jules should wear his thicker, when his thinner 

Tlie Countess laugh'd at Lady Jane's adieu : 

She thought the letter toudiing. Phiy, don't you 7 

LXIV. 

I have observed that HeaveU, in answering prayer^ 
(This is not meant to be a pious stanza — 

Only a fact that has a pious air.) 
(We're very sure, I think, to hare an answer;) 

But Tve observed, I would remark, that where 
Our plans are ill-contrived, asxyft our plans are 

Kind Providence goes quite another way 

To bring about the end for which we pray* 



In this connection I would also add. 
That a discreet young angel, Qxmafide^ 

Accompanied our amiable lad; 
And that he walk'd not out, nor stepp'd aside bet 

Nor met with an adventure, good or bad, 
(Although he enter'd London on a Friday,) 

Nor ate, nor drank, nor closed his eye a minute^ 

Without this angel's guiding finger in it 
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Lxn. 
His mother, as her letter seems to show, 

Expected him, without delay or bother, — 
Portmanteau, carpet-bag, and all — to go 

Straight to her old friend s house— (forsooth I what other 1^ 
The angel, who would seem the world to know, 

Adrised the boy to drive to Mivart's rather : 
He did. The angel, (as I trust is j^n,) 
Lodged in the vacant heart of Lady Jane. 

Lxvn. 
A month in town these gentlemen had been 

At date of the commencement of my story. 
The angel's occupations you have seen, 

If you have read what I have laid before ye. 
Jules had seen Dan O'Connell and the Queen, 

And girded np his loins for fame and glory, 
And changed his old integuments for better; 
And then he called and left his mother's letter. 

LVIIL 

That female hearts grow never old in towns — 
That taste grows rather young with dissipation— 

That dowagers dress not in high-neck'd gowns — 
Nor are, at fifty, proof against flirtation — 

That hospitality is left to downs, 
Or elbow'd from the world by ostentation — 

That a " tried friend" should not be tried agaixt— 

That boys at seventeen are partly men — 
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Are truths, as pat as paving-stones, in citieflL 

The contrary is true of country air ; 
(Where the mind rusts, which is a thousand pities^ 

While still the cheek keeps fresh and debonnair.) 
But what I'm trying in this verse to hit is, 

That Heaven, in answering Jules's mother's prayer. 
Began by thwarting all her plans and suavities ; 
As needs must— -t;K20 the just-named depravities. 

LXX. 

Some stanzas back, we left the ladies going. 
At six, to dress for dinner. ^Time to dine 

I always give in poetry, well knowing 
That, to jump over it in half a line. 

Looks, (let us be sincere, dear muse I) like showing 
Contempt we do not feel, for meat and wine. 

Dinner! Ye Qodsl What is there more req)ectable! 

For eating, who, save Byron, ever check'd a belle 1 

LXXI. 

Tis ten— -^say half^past Lady Jane has dined. 

And dress'd as simply as a lady may. 
A card lies on her table " To Remind" — 

'Tis odd she never thought of it to-day. 
But she is pleasantly surprised to find 

'Tis Friday night, the Countess's soiree. 
Back rdls the chariot to Berkely Square. 
If you have dined, dear reader, let's go there ! 
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Lxxn. 

We're early. In the cloak-room smokes the urn, 
The house-keeper behind it^ &t and solemn. 

Steady as stars the fresh-lit candles burn, 

And on the stairs the new-blown what d'ye call em, 

Their nodding cups of perfume overturn; 
The page leans idly by the marble column, 

And stiffly a tall footman stands above, 

Looking between the fingers of his glova 

LXXIIU 

All bright and silent, like a charmed palace — 
The spells wound up, the fays to come at twelve; 

The house-keeper a witch, (cu7» gram salts;) 
The handsome page, perhj^is, a royal elve 

CondemnM to servitude by fairy malice; 
(I wish the varlet had these rhymes to delve) 

Some magic hall, it seems, revel bright, 

And Lady Jane the spirit first alight. 

Lxxrv. 

Alas! here vanishes the foot of Pleasure I 
She — ^like an early guest — goes in before, 

And comes, when all are gone, for Memory's treasure, 
But is not found upon the crowded floor, 

(Unless, indeed, some charming woman says you're 
A love, which makes close quarters less a bore.) 

I've seen her, down Anticipation's vista^ 

As large as life — and walk'd straight on, and miss'd har. 
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LXXV. 

With a dedming taste for making friends^ 
One's taste for the &tigue of pleasure's past, 

And then, one sometimes wonders which transcends- 
The first hour of a gay night, or the last 

(Beginners '^ bum the candle at both ends," 
And find the middle brightest—^^ is fast 1) 

But a good rule at parties, (to keep up a 

Mercurial air,) is to come in <xt supper, 

LXXVI. 

I mean that you should go to bed at nine 

And sleep till twelve — ^take coffee or green tea, 

Dress and go out — (this was a way of mine 
When looking up the world in '33) — 

Sup at the ball — (it's not a place for wine) — 
Sleep, or not, after, as the case may be. 

You've the advantage, thus, when all are yawning^ 

Of growing rather fresher toward morning. 

LXXVIL 

Butj after thirty. There's your best " Elixir :" 

BreakfSast betimes. Do something worth your while 

By twelve or one — (this makes the blood run quick, sir I) 
Dine with some man or woman who vnU smile. 

Have little cause to care how politics are, 
"Let not the sun go down upon your" bile; 

And, if well-married, rich, and not too clever, 

I don't see why you shouldn't live forever. 
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LZXTIII. 

Short-lived is your *'sad dog" — and yet, we hear. 

"Whom the gods love die young." Of course the ladies 
Are safe in loving what the gods hold dear; 

And the result, I'm very much afraid, is, 
That if he "has his day," it's "neither here 

Nor there! " But it is time our hero made his 
Appearance on the carpet. Lady Jane — 
(I'll mend this vile pen, and begin again.) 



The Lady Jane walkM thro' the bright rooms, breaking 
The glittering silence with her flowing dress, 

Whose pure folds seem'd a coy resistance making 
To the fond air, while, to her loveliness 

The quick-eyed mirrors breathlessly awaking, 
Acknowledged not one radiant line the less 

That not on them she look'd before she faded I 

Neglected gentlemen can't do as they did : — 

LXXX. 

No I — ^for, *twixt our quicksilver and a woman, 
Nature has put no glass, for non-conductor, 

And, while she*s imaged in their bosoms, few men 
Can make a calm, cold mirror their instructor ; 

For, when beloved, we deify what's human — 
When piqued, we mock like devils! But I've plnck'd 

Digression here. It's no use my contending — 

Fancy will ramble while the pen is mending! 

28* . 
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LXXXL 

A small room on the left, (TH get on faster 

If you're impatient,) very softly lit 
By lamps conceal'd in bells of alabaster, 

Lipp*d Uke a lily, and '* as white as it,^ 
With a sweet statue by a &mous master, 

Just in the centre, (but not dress'd a bit!) 
This dim room drew aside our early-comer, 
Who thought it like a moonlight night in 

y.TTTTT. 

And so it was. For, through an opening door, 
Came the soft breath of a conservatory, 

And, bending its tall stem the threshold o'er, 
Swung in a crimson flower, the tropics* ^lory \ 

And, as you ga^d, the vista lengthened more, 
And statues, lamps, and flowers — ^but> to my story ^ 

The room was cushioned like a Bey's divan ; 

And in it — (Heaven preserve us I) — sat a man 1 

ijpcxni. 

At least, as far aa boots and pantak>on9 

Are sympUxna of a man, there seem'd one thero -» 
Whatever was the number of his Junes. 

She look'd ag^n, awi started t In a chair^ 
Sleeping as if his eyelids had been moons, 

Beclined, with flakes of sunshine in his bav*^ 
(Or, what look'd like i,t>) a fair youth, quite icsa]^ 
But of a beauty like the O^reek ideal 
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He slept, like Love by dumber OTertaken, 
His bow unbent) bis quir^ thrown aside ; 

The lip migbt to a manlier arck awaken-— 
The noetril, so serene, dilate with pride : 

But now he lay, of all his ma^ES forsaken, 
And childhood's sleep was there, and naught beside 

And his bright lips lay smilingly apart, 

Like a torn crimson leaf with peariy heart 

LXZXV, 

Now Jiiles BMudeTres, Esq. — (this was he>— 
Had never be^n *^ put up" to London hours ; 
And thinking he was wmpLj ask*d to tea. 

Had been, since seven, Iookin|» at the flowers- 
No doubt extremely |>Ieasant,---but, you see, 

A great deal of it rather ovopowers; 
And possibly, that very fine ezotio 
He sat just under, was a ^ght narcotia 

LXXXYL 

At any rate, when it was all admired^—* 
As quite his notion of a heaven polite, 

(Miiiua the angels,) — ^he felt very tired-— 
As one, who*d been all day sight-seeing, might I 

And having by the Countess been desired 
To make himself at home, he did so, qnite. 

He begged his early coming might not fetter her, 

And she went out to dine, the old — e^eefero. 
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IiKIIVIL 

And thinkiiig of his mothep— and his bill 
At Mivart's — and of all the sights amaaang 

Of which, the last few days, he*d had his fill-* 
And choking when he thought of fame — and guzmg 

Upon his varnish'd boots, (as young men will,) 
And wond'ring how the shops could pay for glazing — 

And also, (here his thoughts were getting dim,) 

VThether a certain smile was meant for him — 

LXXXVUL 

And murm'ring oyer, with a drowsy bow. 
The speech he made the Countess, when 1^ met her, 

And smiling, with closed eyelids, (thinking how 
He should describe her in the morrow's letter) — 

And sighing " Good-night I" (he was dreaming now) — • 
Jules dropp'd into a world he liked much better. 

But left his earthly mansion unprotected : 

Well, sir! 'twas robb'd — as might have been expected 1 

LZXXEC 

The Lady Jane gazed on the fair boy sleeping. 
And in his lips' rare beauty read his name; 

And to his side with breathless wonder creeping 
Resistless to her heart the feeling came 

That, to her yearning love's devoted keeping, 
Was given the gem within that fragile frame. 

And bending, with almost a mother's bliss, 

To liis bright lips, she seaVd it with a kiasl 
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xo; 

Oh, in that kiss how much of heaven united I 
What haste to pity— eagerness to bless I 

What thirsting of a heart, long pent and slighted, 
For something fair, yet human, to caress! 

How fathomless the love so briefly plighted I 
What kiss thrill'd ever more — sinn'd ever less I 

So love the angels, sent with holy mercies! 

And 60 love poets — ^in their early verses ! 

xcu 

If, in well bred society, ("hear I hear!") 

If, in this " wrong and pleasant " world of ours 

There beats a pulse that seraphs may revere — 
If Eden's birds, when frightened from its flowers. 

Clung to one deathless seed, still blooming here— 
If Time cut ever down, 'mid blighted hours, 

A bliss that will spring up in bliss again — 

'Tis woman's love. This I believe. Amen! 

XCIL 

To guard from ill, to help, watch over, warn — 
To learn, for his sake, sadness, patience, pain— 

To seek him with most love when most forlorn- 
Promised the mute kiss of the Lady Jane. 

And thus, in sinless purity is born, 
Alway, the love of woman. So again, 

I say, that up to kissing — ^later even — 

A woman's love may take its fire from heaven. 
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xcni- 



Jules open'd (at the kiss) bis large blue eyes. 
And calmly gaied upoQ the faoe above him, 

But neyer stirr'd, and utter'd no surprise-— 
Although bis situation well might move him. 

He 8eem*d so oool, (my Jpre shall tell no Um,) 
That Lady Jane half thought the shouldn't love him 

When suddenly the Countess Pasibleu 

finter'd the room with ^ Dear mel bow dj'e do f ' 

ZOIT, 

Up sprang the boy — amazement on his brow 
But the next instant, through his Gps there ot^>t 

A just awakening smile, and, with a bow, 
Calmly he said : *^ Twas only while I slept 

The angels did not vanish — ^until now." 
A speech, I think, quite worthy an adept 

The Countess stared, and Lady Jane began 

To fear that she had kiss'd a nice young man. 

xcv. 

Jules had that precious quality callM tact; 

And having made a yery warm beginning. 
He suddenly grew grave, and rather backed ; 

As if incapable of further sinning. 
Twas well he did so^ for, it is a fact, 

The ladies like, themselves, to do the winning. 
In female Shakspeares, Desdemonas shine ; 
And the Othellos " seriously incline/' 
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XOVL 



So, with a manner quite reserved and plain, 
Jules ask'd to be presented, and then made 

Many apologies to Lady Jane ^ 

For the eccentric part that he had play*d. 

Regretted he had slept— confessed with pwn 
He took her for an angel — was afhiid 

lie had been rude — abrupt— did he alarm 

Her much?-^-and might he ofier her his arm T 

XCVIL 

And as they ranged that sweet conservatory, 
He heeded not the flowers he walk*d among: 

But such an air of earnest listening wore he, 
That a dumb statue must have found a tongue ; 

And like a child that hears a fairy story. 
His parted lips upon her utterance hung. 

He seemM to know by instinct (else how was it?) 

That people love the bank where they deposit. 

xovm. 

And closer, as the moments faster wore, 

The slender arm within her own she press'd ; 

And yielding to the magic «pell he bore — 
The earnest truth upon his lips impressed — 

She lavishly told out the golden ore 

Hoarded a life-time in her guarded breast 

And Jules, throughout, was beautifully tender^ 

Although he did not always c(xnprehend her. 
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XGIZ. 

And this in him was no deep calculation, 
But in good truth, as well as graceful seeming, 

Abandonment complete to admiration — 
His souf gone from him as it goes in dreaming. 

I wished to make this little explanation, 
Misgiving that his tact might go for scheming; 

I can assure you it was never planned ; 

I have it from his angel, (second hand.) 

a 

And from the same authentic source I know, 
The Lady Jane still thought him but a lad ; 

Though why the deuse she didn't treat him so^ 
Is quite enough to drive conjecture mad / 

Perhaps she thought that it would make him grow 
To take more beard for granted than he had. 

A funny friend to lend a nice yoiing man to 1 

I'm glad Tve got him safely through one Canto. 
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CANTO II. 



The Ooontes^ Pasibleu's gay rooms were fal!. 
Not crowded. It was neither root nor baU 

Oolj '' her Friday night.*' The air was ood ; 
And there were people in the house of all 

Varieties, except the pure John BuH 

The number of young ladies, too, was small — 

You seldom find old John, or his young daughters^ 

Swimming in very literary waters. 



Indeed, with rare exoeptioos, women givm 

To the sodely of £gimous men, 
Are those who will confess to twenty-seyen ; 

But add to this the next reluctant ten, 
And stiU they're fit to make a poet's heaven, 

For sumptuously beautifiil is then 
The woman of proud mien and thoughtful brow; 
And one (stiU bri£^ in her meridian now) 
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m. 

Bent upon Jules, that nighty her lu^rous eye. 

A creature of a loftier mould was she 
Than in his dreams had ever glided by ; 

And through his yeins the blood flew startingly. 
And he felt sick at heart — he knew liot why — 

For *tis the sadness of the lost to see 
Angels look on us with a cold regard, 
(Not knowing those who never left their cifrd. 

IT. 

She had a low, sweet brow, with fring^ laketf 
Of an un&thom'd darkness couch'd below ; 

And parted on diat brow in jetty flakes 
The raven hair swept back with wavy flow. 

Bounding a head of such a shape as makes 
The old Greek marble with the goddess gbw. 

Her nostril's breathing arch might threaten storm-^ 

But love lay in her lips, aU hashed and ftanou 



.And small teeth, giittvring white, and oheeiks whoto ted 
Seem*d Passion, there asleep, in rosy nest : 

And neck set on as if to bear a head-*^ 
May be a Hly, may be Juno's crest,--^ 

So lightly sprang it from its snow-^whlte bed I 
So proudly rode above the swelling breast I 

And motion, efibrtless as stars awaking 

And melting out, at eve, and morning's Ix^akin;^; * 
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And Toice delicious quite, and amile that cii&e 

Slow U> the lips, as ^twere the heart smiled thro* :— * 
These charms IVe been particular to name, 

For thejT are, like an iiiFentoiy, true, 
And of themselves were stuff enough for £une ; 

But she, so wondrous £ur, has genius too. 
And brilliantly her thread of life is spun — 

In Terse and beautj both, the ** Undying One I*' 

▼n. 

And song"— A>r in those kmdling 1^ there lay 
Music to wing all utterance outward brealdng^ 

As if upon the ivory teeth did play 

Angels, who caught the words at their awaking^ 

And sped them with sweet melodies away — 

The hearts of those who listen'd with them taking 

Of proof to this last &ct there's little lack; 

And Jules, poor ladl ne'er got hi$ truant back 1 

vm. 

That heart stays with her stilL 'Tis one of two^ 
(I should premise) — all poets being double. 

Living in two worlds as of course they do, 
Fancy and fact, and rarely taking trouble 

T* explain in iMch they're living, as to you/ 
And this it is makes all the hubble-bubble, 

For who can fidrly write a bard's biography, 

When, of his /iiuy- world, there's no geography I 
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Jules was at perfect libetty infetct 
To lore i^ain, and still be true infomcff* 

Else were this story tX its doemg act, 
Nay, he in fact might Wed, and in romanee h% 

Might find l^e qualities his »poM lacked — 
(A truth that I could easier mak^ a man see,) 

And woman's great mistaki^, it I may tett it, i» 

The callbg ducfa ^;ffty fimdes,*' ^MdUiev." . 



Byron was man and bard, and tady R, 
In willing to monopo^iase him whoHy, 

Committed bigamy, you plainly see. 
She, being i^ery single, Ghiicdoli 

Took off the odd one of the wedded tltfec— 
A change, 'twould seefm, qtdte natural and bbty. 

The after sin, which still his femo envk-Ms, 

Wasrgirhig Guiocioli both the Syrons* - - 

xi. 

The stem wife drove him ftom het Had she lofvid 
With all the woman's tenderne^ tfie whUe^ 

He had not been the wanderer he proved* 
Like bird to sunshine fled he to a smile ; 

And, lightly though the changeful fimcy tared, 
The heart speeds home with far more light a wie. 

The world well tried — the sweetest &tng in Mfo 

Is tfatf uaclottdea w^me o^,,t|^,,,,j^„ 
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XIL 

To poets more than aU---for truthful lote 

Has^ to their finer sense, a deeper sweetoesfl ; 

Yet she who has the venturous wish to prove 
The poet's love when nearest to completeness, 

Must wed the man and let ihe fancy rove — 
Loose to the air that wing of eager fleetnesa. 

And smile it home when wearied out— with air, 
. . Bat if y on aeold him, Madam 1 liave a CBB^ ! . 

XtlL 

AH thk time the ''nnd^rmg One" was tinging. 

She eeased, and Jules felt every sound a pain. 
While that sweet cadetioe in his ear was ringing ,* 

So gHding teom the arm of Lady Jane, 
Which rather seem'd to have the whim of dinging; 

He made hims^ a literary lane— 
Punching and shovmg every kind of writer 
Till he go^oot (He might hove been politer.) 

XIV. 

Free of ^ttie press'* he wandered thmnpii fho rbonleL 
Longing tor soimuie, tout studying faces ; 

And, smitten with the ugliness of Brougham's, 
He mused upon the cross with monkey races-'^ 

(Hieroglyphick'd on the Egyptian tomhs 
And rfiown in France wtth v&ej striking traces.^ 

"Rejected" Smith's he thought a head quite glorious; 

And Hook, all hnttoo'd up, he took fyt^JB^^^^^ 
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XV. 

He noted Lady Stepney's pretty hand, 
And Barry Cornwall's sweet and serioas eye; 

And saw Moore get down from his chair to stand. 
While a most royal duke went bowing by — 

Saw Savage Landor, wanting soap and sand — 
Saw Lady Cbatterton take snuff and sigh — 

Saw.graoeful Bulwer say "good-night,". and Tanish— 

Heard Crofton Groker's broguCi and thought it Spaneh. 

XTL 

He saw Smith whispering something very queer/ 
And Hayward creep behind to overhear him ; 

Saw Lockhart whistling in a lady's ear, 

(Jules thought so, till, on getting very near bim, 

The error — ^not the mouth — ^became quite clear ;) 
He saw " the Duke" and had a mind to cheer him 

And fine Jane Porter with her cross and feather, 

And cleyer Babbage, with his faoe of leather, 

XVII. 

And there was plump and saucy Mrs. €K)re, 
And calm, old, lily-white Joanna Baillie, 

And frisky Bowring, London's wisest bore ; 
And there was " devilish handsome" D'Isnieli; 

And not a lion of all these did roar ; 

But laughing, flirting, gossiping so gaily, — 

Poor Jules began to think 'twas only mockery 

To talk of "porcelain" — ^'twas a world of crockers; 
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xym. 
*Ti8 half a pity inthora should be seen I 

Jules thought so, and I think so too, with Jule**. 
They'd better do the immortal with a screen, 

And show but mortal in a world of fools ; 
Men talk of " taste" for thunder — but they mean 

Old Vulcan's apron and his dirty tools; 
They flock all wonder to the Delphic shade, 
To know-— just how the oracle is madel 

xrr. 
What we should think of Bulwer's works — without him, 

His vhh, his coat, lus curls or other handle ; 
What of our Cooper, knowing naught about him, 

Save his enchanted quiU and pilgrim's sandal ; 
What of old Lardner, (gracious I how they flout him I) 

Without this broad — (and Heavy-) nde of scandal ; 
What of WiU Shakspeare had he kept a " Boz" 
Like Johnson — ^would be curious questions, coz ! 

XX. 

Jove is, no doubt, a gainer by his cloud, 
(Which ta'en away, mi^t cause irreyerent laughter,) 

But, out of sight, he thunders ne'er so loud, 
''And no one asks the god to dinner after; 

And " Famous proud lemple,*' build it ne'er so prouc). 
Finds notoriety a useful rafter. 

And when you ve been abused awhile, you learn 

AH blasts blow &ir for you-— (^ Uotff otiem/ 
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XXI. 
No "pro** wit5<mt its "«m;** — the pro is famc^ 

Pure, cold, unilaiider'd, like a virgin's frill; 
The eon is beef tod muUoiiy sometimes game, 

Madeira, ^rry, daret, what jou will ; 
The ladies' (albums) striviog for your name ; 

All, (save the woodcock,) yours without a bill; 
And ''in ^ gate,"' an unbeliering Jew, 
Your " Mordecai I" — ^Why, clearly eon' 9 your cue I 

xxn. 

rw "r«Bwcm'd" myself Dcatiy "round tlie ring,'' 
While Jules came round to Lady Jane once znore^ 

And 8i:^)per being but a heavy things 
(To lookers-on,) PU abow him to the door, 

And his first night to a oondusion bring ; 
Not (with your kind permission, sir) before 

I tell you what her Ladyship said to him 

As home to Brook-etreet her swift houses draw hixp 

zzm. 
'* You're comfortably lodged, I trust," she said • 

^ And Mrs. Mivart^-<is she fike a mother ? 
Have you musquito curtains to your bed ? 

Do you 9^eep well wiHiout your Httle bratbtr ? 
What dp you eat &r break&st-^^baker's bread ? 

ril send you some home-made, if you would rather. 
What do you do to-morrow ?•— say at fire, 
Or four— -say fiiutw4 eall lor you to driv* f 
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'^There's the New Qarden, and the CoU3euoi'<^ 
Perhi^ 70U don't care much for Panoramas ? 

But there's an armadillo — you mtiai see hkn I 
And those big-eyed giraffes and heavenly ]am$^\ 

And — are you fond of music ? — ^the Te Deum 
Is beautifully play'd by Lascaramhas, 

At the new Spanish chapel This damp air ! 

And youVe no hat on ! — let me feel you/ hair I 



" Poor boy I*' — but Julea's head was on her breasl^ 
Bock'd like a nautilus in calm mid ocean ; 

And while its curls within her hands she press'd, 
The Lady Jane experienced some emotion : 

For, did he sleep ? or wish to be caress'd ? 
What meant the child ? — she*d not the slightest notion' 

Arrived at home, he rose, without a shake — 

Trembling and slightly flushed— but wide awake. 

XXVI. 

Loose rein! put ^ur ! and follow, gentle readerl * - 

For I must take a flying leap in rhyme ; 
And be to you both Jupiter and kadcTf 

Annihilating q;>aee, (we all kill time,) 
And overtaking Jules in Rome, where he'd a 

Delight or two, beside the pleasant dime. 
The Lady Jane and he, (I scorn yemr cavils — 
The Earl was with them, sir !) were on their trav^ 
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xxvn. 
Tou know, perhi^ the winds are no narcotic, 

As ftwaUow'd *twizt the Thames and Frith of Forth; 
And Jules had proved a rather frail exotic — 

Too delicate to winter so far north ; 
The Earl was hreaking, and half idiotic, 

And Lady Jane's condition little worth ; 
So, through celestial Paris, (speaking victual-lj,) 
They sought the sunnier clime of ill-fed Italy. f 



I 



Oh Italy !— but no I— m tell its faults I 

It has them, though the blood so " nimbly capers" 

Beneath those morning heavens and starry vaults^ 
That we forgot big rooms and Utde tapers — 

Forget how drowsily the Romans waltz — 
Forget they've neither shops nor morning papers — 

Forget how dully sits, 'mid ancient glory, 

This rich man's heaven — ^this poor man's purgatory! 

XZIX. 

Fashion the world as one bad man would have it, he 

Would silence Harry's tongue, and Tom's, and Dick's; 
And doubtless it is pleasing to depravity 

To know a land where people are but sticks — 

Where you've no need of fair word?, flattery, suavity. 

But sp^nd your money, if you like, with kicks — 

"Hiere they pass by their own proud, poor nobility, 

welcome golden *' Snooks" with base servility. 
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XXX. 

Jvlet yas not Lx the poor man's category — 
80 RomeV coniition never spoilt his supper. 

The deuse (for him; might take the Curtian glory 
Of riding with a m;tion on his crupper. 

He lived upon a Marquis's first story — 
The venerable Marquis .in the upper — . 

And found it pass'd the time, (and so would you,) 

To do some things at Rome tiiat Romans do. 

XXXI. 

The Marquis upon whom he chanced to quarter, 
(He tock his lodgings separate from the Earl,) 

The Marquis had a fiiend, who had a daughter — 
The fiiend a noble like himself, the gir^ 

A diamond of the very purest water; 
(Or purest milk, if you prefer a pearl ;) 

And these two friends, tho' poor, were hand and glcr^ 

And of a pride their fortunes much above. 

xxxn. 

The Marquis had not much besides his palace^ 
The Count, beyond his daughter, simply naught; 

And, one day, died this very Count Pascalis, 
Leaving his friend his daughter, as he ought; 

And, though the Fates had done the thing in mahvi^ 
The old man took her. without second thought^ 

And married her. " She's freer thus," he said, 

''And will b«* w'w^ir to marrv wheu T \n Jw*4'' 
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Meantime, she had ft (itW, houae^ and oam^ge, 
And, fur from wearing obains, had m^lj burnt am — 

For, as of course you know, before their manriage 
Girls are sad prisoners by Italian cuatom^*** 

Not meaning their discretion to di^mrage, 
But just beeaose they're sure they oouklii't tmaft 'em. 

When wedded, tiiey are free enough-^pHiioreover 

The marriage oontraot epeeifies one loren 

XXXIT. 

Not that the Marchioness had one-^HM, nb\ 
Nor wanted one. It is not my intention 

To \aski it in this tale. Jules lodged belov^-* 
But his vicinity's not my iayention; 

And, if it seem to yon more apropoe 

Than I have thought it worth my wiiiia ta lOMllion, 

/ Why,' ffoti think as the worid di d . v e rhum aa< 

But still it needn't be so-^Six aQ that 

XXXV. 

'Most any female neighbor, up a stair. 
Occasions thought in him who lodges mder; 

And Jules, by accident, had walk'd in where 
(A "fligii too high" '9 a very common bksndar.) 

He saw a lady whom he thought aa &ir 

As ^ from her sheH rose" Mr& Smith of Thunder. 

Thou^ Venus, I would say were Ynloan by, 

Was DO more like the MarebiooeaB than L 
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Woe tliifl grave sin there needed nmck Timmmm; 

Ajtd t' assure it, oft the offender wenu 
The Marquis had a Terj &inous Tiliaii, 

And Juks so often came to pay his ren^ 
The <Ad man recommended a phyaioian, 

Thinking his intellects a litde bent^ 
And, pitying, be diougfat and tsDc'd about hka^ 
Till, finally, he couldn't Hre vithout hixn. 

XXZTU. 

And, much to the neglect of Lady Jtm% ^ 
Jules paid htm hack his k>Te; aad there, aU day, 

The fiiir young Marehioneaa, with fickle brain, 
Tried him with changefiil mood, now eoy, now gay. 

And the old man Hred o'er his youth again, 
Seeing thdse grewnHsp children at their play*— 

His wife sii^een, Julea looking flcareely more, 

Twas frolip infimcy to eS^^-fouL. 

TXXVUL 

There seems less mystery in matrhnwiy, 
With peq^e living nearer the equator; 

And early, like the most familiar erony, 
Unheralded by butler, groom, or waiter, 

Jules join*d the Marquis at his macaroni^ — 
The Marcbioaess at toast and coffee later; 

And if his heart throbbed wild sometimee, he hid it; 

And if het dress required « <i««?^:;^^|^\*^ 
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XXXIX. 



Now, though the Marchioness in church did fidnt oooe. 
And, as Jules bore her out, they didn't group ill ; 

And though the spouses (as a pair) were quaint ones-^ 
She scarce a woman, and his age octuple — 

*Twas odd, extremely odd, of their acquaintance, 
To call Jules lover with so little scruple I 

He'd a caressing way — ^but la I you know it's 

A sort of manner natural to poets! 

XL. 

Qod made them prodigal in their bestowing; 

And, if their smiles were riches, few were poor/ 
They turn to all the sunshine that is going — 

Swoop merrily at all that shows a lure— 
Their love at heart and lips is overflowing — 

Their motto, " Trust ^eftOure — now is sure I** 
Their natural pulse is high intoxication — 
(Sober'd by debt and mortal botheration.) 

XLI. 

Of such men's pain and pleasure, hope and passion, 

The symptoms are not read by '^ those who run;" 
And 'tis a pity it were not the fashion 

To count them but as children of the sun- 
Not to be baited like the " bulls of Bashan," 

Nor liable, like clods, for " one pound one" — 
But reverenoed^-as Indians rev'rence fools — 1 

Cnspired, tho' God knows how. Well — such was Julea 
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XLH. 

The Marquis thougbt him sunshine at the window — 
The window of his heart — and let him in I 

The Marchioness loved sunshine like a Hindoo, 
And she thought loving him could be no sin ; 

And as she loved not yet as those who sin do, 
'Twas very well — was*t not? Stick there a pin I 

It strikes me that so t'skV — to this last stanza:— 

The hero seems a well-disposed young man, sirl 

XLUI. 

I have not bored you much with his " abilities," 
Though I set out to treat you to a poet, 

The first course commonly is "puerilities" — 
(A soup well-pepper*d — all the critics know it!) 

Brought in quite hot. (The simple way to chill it is, 
For " spoons " to stir, and pufy lips to blow it) 

Then, poet stuflf'd, and by his kidney roasted, 

And last (with ** lagrima^") " the devil " toasted. 

XLIV. 

High-scream between the devil and the roast, 
But no Sham-pain / Hold there I the fit is o'er. 

Obsta princtpits — one pun breeds a host— 
(Alarmingly prolific for a bore !) 

But he who never sins can little boast 

Compared to him who goes and sins no morel 

The " sinful Mary " walks more white in heaven 

Tlian some who never " sinn'd and were forgiven I " 
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Jiiles hftd 6l:9eeei<m v«ry stroti^ to pbifiag 

His character of poet--thereferc 1 
Have rather dropp'd that th*€ud, ae I was saying. 

But though he'd neither ploensy in to eye> 
Nor madh of outer nunk the bard betrayiog-- 

(A thing he piqued fatmseff on, by the by—) 
His conversation frequently arose 
To what was thought a goocUy iHjhl tGf puoae. 

XCTh 

His beau ideal was to sink the attic, 

(Thou^ not by birth, nor taste, " the tdU abareT^, 
To pitilessly cut the air erratic 

Which ladies, fond of authoft, so much tovc, 
And be, in style, cahn, cold, aristocratic — 

Serene in fouMess boots and primrose glove. 
But th'^ exclusive's made of starch, not honey I 
And Jules was ooniial, joyons, frank, and funny. 

r«.vn. 

This was one secret of his popularity. 
Men hate a manner colder than their own, 

And ladies — bless their hearts I love chaste hilarity 
Better than, sentiment — if truth Were known! 

Aim! Jules had one more slight peculiarity — 
He'd little ** approbativeness'*— or none — 

And what the critics said concem*d him little — 

Provided it touch'd not his drink and victual 
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XLTm. 

Critics, I say— of oounM he was m printr^ 

"Poems," of eourse— of course ^ anonTmoot"^— 

Of ooune be fbnnd a publisher by dint 
Of search most diligent, and £hr more fuss 

Than chemistB make in mating you a fiint 
Since that experiment he reckons phm 

Better manore than mtmM for his bays — 

In short, jedca imaiortality-^" thai pays.*' 

xux. 

He writes in prose— -the pubiie like it better. 

Wett-*^ the publio I Tou nu^ take a poet, 
And he shall write his grandmother a letter, 

And, if he's any thing hut rhyme — he'fl show it 
Prose may be poetry without its fetter, 

And be it pun or patbos, high or low wit, 
The thread will show its gold, however twisted-^ 
I wish the pubUoflatt^p'd me that this did 



.To doubt there's pieasant stuff that ffl unrarels, 
I &ncy most of Moore's would read so^eo^ 

Bone into prose of pious Mr. Players^— 
(That is my Sunday reading^^^Ki I know,) 

Tet there's Ghilde Harold— excellent good traveb-^ 
And what could spoil sweet Bobinson Crusoe 1 

But theogh a closer tfene^, makes a p r om f f 

About the vioe^mwa, 1 don't know, sir I v^^^i^ 
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LL 



Ferwr'« a bejtter word than vtsmfier^ 

(Unless 'tis verM on fire, you mean to say,) 

And I've long thought there's something to deare 
In poet's nomenclature, by the way. 

It sounds but queer to laud '^ iht weU-knoum Jyre^^ — 
Call a dog " poet!" he will run away — 

And ** songster," " rhymester," " bard," and " poetastet 

Are customers they're shy <tf at the A^tor. 

LIL 

A '' scribblei/s'' is a skittish reputation, 

And'^veighs a man down Hke a hod of mortar. 

Commend a suitor's wit, imagination — 

The merchant may think of him for his daughter 

But say that " he writes poetry" -n! 

Her " Pa" would rather throw her in the water I 

And yet when poets wed, as &cts will prove, 

Their bills stand all a< pa, ihey much abovti 

ua. 

Jules had a hundred minds to cut the muses ; 

And sometimes did, " forever I"— (for a week I) 
He found for time so many other uses. 

His superfluity was \n& physique; 
And exercise, if violent, induces 

Blood to the head and flush upon the cheek; 
And, (though details are neither here nor there^ 
Makes a man sit uaeasy on hk ohair. 
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UT. 

Particularly that of bre«kiDg bones. 

The rate of drcolation in the bloodi 
Best suited to the meditative forces, 

Is quite as &r from mercurj as mud — 
That of the starry, not the racing courses. 

No man can trim his style *mid fire and flood, 
Kor in a passion, nor just after marrii^ ; 
Ajid as^ to Cttsar^s writing in his carriage, 

. !*▼. 

Oredat Judadnal Thought is free and eaay; 

But language, unless wrought with labor lima, 
Is not the kind of thing, su-, that would please ye I 

The bee makes honey, but his * oil is Ihymy, 
And nothing is well done until it tease ye ; 

(Tho' if thwe's one who would 'twere not so, I'm he I) 
Now Jules, I say, found out that fiUy-breaking, 
Though monstroiis fun, was not the poet's making. 

LVL 

True — some drink up to composition's glow; 

Some <oZ^ up to it — vide Neckar's daughter I 
But when the temperature's a fourth too low, 
. OC course you make up the deficient quarter I 
Like Byron's atmosphere, which, chemists knoW; 

Required hydrogen— (more gin and water.) 
And Jules's sanguine humor was too high, 
So, of the botOo he had need be shy I 
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And of dodetjr, .which xnAde biw thio 
With fret ai)d forer, jmd of simiij* sky-^ 

Father of idleness^ the poet's sin! 

(John Bull should be iodustrious, by the bjv 

If clouds vfWumi concentrate thought wiikm^) 
InAart, tiie lad oonld &g^^I mean soar high) — 

Only by habits, ^diich (if Heaven would let her c^tocttw^ 

His mothe^r wouki bequeath aa ChriafeiAa Yirt»eal 

Lvni. 

Now men have oft been liken'd nnta streams , 
(And, truly, bodi are prone to ran down hiJH, 

A nd s^om brawl when dry, or so it seems !) 
And Jules, when he had brooded, long and 8t%, 

At the dim fountain of the poet's dreams, 
Felt suddenly his veins with phrensj fill ; 

And, urged, as by the torrent's headlong (bree, 

Buthlessly rodei~if he could find i^h^^ae. 



Yes, sir!— he had his fireshets like a river, 
And hcMTses were his passion — ^so he rode, 

When he^ his prison'd spirits woi:dd deMver, 

As if he fled from — some man whom he owed— 

And glorious, to him, the bounding quiver 
Of the young steed in terrc»* first bestrode t 

Thrilling as inspiratien the delay — 

The arrowy spriog-^fthe Aery ii|^ away I 
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Such riding galk the Mnses (^aiq^ we knoi^ 
Old Pegasus's baild is ihort «nd stookj,) 

But rd a mind by theae details to show 

What J'ules might torn out,, were the Muses baulkj 

This hint to his biographer I throw-— 
In Jules, the bard, was ^KMTd a famous jodsey 1 

Plough not at all to imitate Apollo i 

Horse him as well, he*d beai IhtU dabster boUow 1 . 

Tis one of the properties of story 

To mark the chaise in heroes, stage by stage f 
And therefore I have tried to lay before ye 

The qualities of Jules's second age. 
It should wind np^ with some mmunto mori — 

But we'll defer timt tSl we draw the sage. 
The moral's the last thing, (I say with pain,) 
And now let's turn awhile to Lady Jana . 

The Earl, Tve s«d, was in lus idiocy, 
And Lady Jane not well They therefore hired 

The summer palace of Rospig^osi, 
To get the sun as well as be retired. 

You shouldn't &i], I think, this spot to go see — 
That's if you care to have your &ncy fired — 

It's out of Eoaie«-^ strikes me on a steep hifi" 

A 8<Mrt of place to go to with nioe pepple» 
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Lxm. 

It looks «£&M)ttoiiate, with aU its splendor— 
As loveable a plaoe as ever look'd a nest ; 

A palace, I protest, that makes you tender, 
And long for — fol de rol, and all the rest 

Guido's Aurora's there— you couldn't mend her ) 
And Samson, by Caracci — not his best ; 

But pictures, I can talk of to the million— 

To you^ ru just describe one small payiUion. 

Lxnr. 

It's in the garden just below the palace ; 

I think upon the second terrace — ^no— 
The first — ^yes, 'tis the first — ^the orange alleys 

Lead fh)m the first flight down — ^pre^isely sof 
Well — half-way is a fountain, where, with malice 

In aU his looks, a Cupid — ^'hem I you know 
You need'nt notice that — you hurry by, 
And lo ! a fidry structure fills your eye. 

xxy. 

A crescent colonnade folds in the sun, 

. To keep it for the wooing South wind only— • 
A thing I wonder is not oftener done, 

(The crescent, not the wooing — that's my oum lie,) 
For there are months, and January's one. 

When winds are chill, and life in-doors gets lonely, 
ALtl one quite longs, if wind would keep away, 
To bing i' the sunshine, like dd KixLg Bc^6. 
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LXVL 

The columns are of marble; white as light: 
The structure low, yet airy, and the floor 

A toselated pavement, curious quite, — 
Of the same &shion in and out of door. 

The Lady Jane, who kept not warm by sight, 
Had carpeted this pavement snugly o*er. 

And introduced a stove, (an open Rumford) — 

So the pavillion had an air of comfort 

Lxvn. 
*' The frescoes on the ceiling really breathe," 

The guide-books say. Of course they really see . 
And, as I tell you what went on beneath. 

Of course those naked goddesses told me. 
They saw two rows of dazzling English teeth. 

Employed, each mom, on "English toast and tea;** 
And once, when Jules came in, they strain'd their eyes^ 
But didn't see the teeth, to their surprise. 

Lxvm. 
The Lady Jane smiled not. Her lashes hun^ 

Low to the soft eye, and so still they lay, 
Jules knew a tear was hid their threads asnong. 

And that she fear*d 'twould gush and steal away. 
The kindly greeting trembled on her tongue, 

The hand's faint pressure chill'd his touch like clay, 
And Jules with wonder felt the world all chan^g, 
With but tbe cloud of one fond heart's estranging. . 
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Oh, it is darkness to lose love l-^>-faow0'er 
We little prize the loud heart— 4bnd no mors f 

The bird, dark- winged on earth, looks white in air f 
Unrecogoized are angela^ till they soar I 

And few so rich they may not well beware^ 
Of lightly losing the heart's golden ore I 

Yet— hast thou love too poor for t^y possessing?^- 

Loose it) like friends to death, with kiss and blessing! 

You're naturally surprised, that Lady Jane 
Loved Mr. Jules. (He's Mr, now— ^not Maderl) 

The fact's abruptly introduced, it's plain; 
And possibly I should have made it last a 

Whole Canto, more or less — but Til explain. 
Lumping the sentiment one gets on faster 1 

Though it's in narrative an art quite subtle, 

To work all. even, like a weaver's shuttle. 

I.XXI. 

Good "characters" in tales are ** well brought up"— * 
(Though, by this rule, my Comtess Pasibleu 

Is a bad character — ^yet, just to sup, 
I much prefer her house to a church pew — ) 

But, pouring verse for readers, cup by cop, — 
So much a week, — what is a man to do ? 

" *Tuwuh!d thai if a iAory you 'h^gm, yon'iJ 

Uakt mpoToU sooub of each *to he eonUinuecL* " 
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So writes plain " Jotutbaii," wUo tiUft nof brains 
With view to crop— (the seed being ready mooefy — ) 

And ^ tiie " small^lot system** brings him g^ns, 
He has a right to fence off grare from fimny — 

Working me up, as *twere, in window-panes, 
And, I must own, where one has room to run, he 

Is apt, as Cooper does, to spread it thin, 

So now 111 go to lumpmg it again t 

Lxxm. 
^Loye grows, by what" it gives to feed another, * 

And not by what ^' it feeds on." 'Tis divine, 
If any thing's divine besides the mother 

Whose breast, self-blessing, is its holy sign. 
Much better than a sister loves a brother 

The Lady Jane loved Jules, and '^ Ime by line, 
Precept by precept," furnished him advice ; 
Also mi^h. other stuff he thought more nice. 

txxiv. 
8he got him xnio sundry pleasant dubs^ 

By pains that women can take, though but few will! 
She made most of him when be got most rubs ; 

And once, in an inevitable duel, 
She foUow'd him akme to Wormwood Scrubs — 

But not to hinder I Faith 1 she was a jewel I 
C wish the star all manner of festivity 
That shone upon her Ladyship's nativity I 
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LXXT. 

All sorts of enyiable inTitatkms, 

TidcetSy and privileges got she him ; 
Gave him much satin waistooat, worked with paidedoe, 

(Becoming to a youth so jimp and slim) — 
Cut for his sake some prejudiced relations, 
' And found fbr him in church the psalm an^ hymn ; 
Sent to his ^^den" some things not found in X>anie;ak 
And kept him in kid glovea^ cologne, and flannels 



To set him down upon her way eheM die, 
She stayed imreasonably late at parties ^ 

To introduce him to a waltzing belle 
She sometimes made a cetaio digniiatii; 

And one kind office more that I must tell — 
She sent her maid, (and yery stem your heaiV It 

If charity like this you find a sin in,) 

In churdi-timd, privately, to air his linen. 

Lxxvn. 
Was Jules ungrateful ? No! Was he obtuse? 

Did he belieye that women's hearts were fiowing 
With tenderness, like water in a sluice, — 

Like the sun shining,— like the breeze's blowing, — 
Anl^ancy thanking them was not much use ? . 

Had he the luck of intimately knowing 
Another woman, quite as kind, and nicer? , ; 

HaSA he a *<fnend" 9ub roaaf No, sir I Fie, sir I ^ 
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LXXVUl. 

Then why neglect her? Haying :Aid be cBd, 
I will explain, ap Brutus did his stab, — 

(Though by my neighbors Tm already chid 
iFor getting on so very like a crab) — 

Jules didn't call, as oft as he was bid, 
Because in Rome he didn't keep a cab — 

A fact that quite explains why friendships, mamagiw 

And other ties depend on keeping carriages. 

LXXIX. 

Without a carriage men should have no cara, 
Nor " owe a call" at all— except for love. 

And friends who noed that you the " lean earth lard'^ 
To give their memories a pasteboard shove, 

On gentlemen a-foot bear rather hard ! 

It's paying high for Broadway balls, by Jove Iv 

To walk next day half way to Massachusett 

And leaye your name — on ladies that won't use it, 

LXXX. 

It really should be taught in infant schools 
That the majority means men, not dollars , 

And, therefore, that to let the rich makes rules^ 
Is silly in " poor pretty little scholars." 

And this you see is apropos of Jules, 
Who call'd as frequently as richer callers 

"While he'd a cab; — ^but courtesy's half horse-* 

A secret those who ride keep snug, of course; 
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LXXZL* 

I say wbOe he wn Oentour, (hoiat aJbd muk,) 
Jules nerer did neglect the Ladj lane; 

And, at the start^ it was my settled plan, 

(Though Fve lost aght of it^ I see with pain, ) 

To show how moderate attentions can, 
If once she love, a woman's heart retain* 

True lore is weak and hmnble, tiwogh so britllo} 

And asks, 'tis wonderfbl how rsfj fittie I 

LXXXli 

For instance — Jules's every day routine 
Was, breakfast at his lodgings, rather early; 

A short walk in the nearest Park, the Green ; 
(Where, if address'd, he was extremely surly ,) 

Five minutes at the Club, perhaps fifteen; 
Then giving his fine silk moustadie a curl, he 

Stepp'd in his cab and drove to Belgrave Square, 

Where he Walk'd in with quite a household ain 

LXXXIII. 

And here he passM an hour— or two, or three — 
Just as it served his purpose, or his whim ; 

And sweeter haunt on earth could scarcely be 
Than that still boudoir, rose-lit, scented, dim — 

Its mistress, elsewhere all simplicity, 

Dress'd ever sumptuously there — for him ! 

With all that taste could mould, or gold could bu; 

Pampering fondly his reluctant eye. 
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And on tlia iSSkJsa cnshione at fa^r feet ' 

Se daily dreamed these morning houn away, 

rroubling himself but little to be sweet 
Poets are fond of revery, they say, 

But not with ladies whom they rareiUf meet 
And, if you love one, madam, (as yon may I) 

And wish his wings to pin as with a skewer, 

Be careful of aH manner <^ toi^wrsl 

LXXXV. 

« 7buj<mr9 pmlrioo** snipe, woodcock, toHit, or rabbit 

Offends the simplest palate, it i^)pears, 
And, (if a secret^ Tm disposed to blab it,) 

It*s much the same with smiles, sigha^ quarrels, lean. 
The fancy mortally a):rfK)r8 SkhdbUI 
I (Not that whicL Ser^hina's bust mspheres !) . 

E'en cae-tuned music-boxes breed satiety, 
I , Unless you keep of them & great Tariety. 

i » 

IXXXTL 

I Daily to Julesthe sun rose in the East^ 

And brought new milk and morning paper daily; 
Tlie "yield" of both the Editor and beast, 

Great mysteries, unsolved by Brown or Paley ^ 
But Jules — ^not plagued about it in the least— 
I Read his gazette, and drank his tea quite gaily; 
And Lady Jane's fond love and cloudless brow 
t" \ Grew tc be like the Editor and cow. 
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I see you understaad it Oae may dash on 
A wAoT here — stroke there — ami lol the story! 

And, speaking moraiij, this outline fashion 
Befits a world so cramm'd yet transitory. 

Pve sketch'd for you a deep and tranquil pasaon 
Kindled while nursing up a bard for gloi y ; 

And, having whisk*d you for that end to London, 

Let's back to Italy, and see it undone* 

Lxxxyra. 

Fair were the frescoes of Rospigliosi— , 

Bright the Italian sunshine on the wall — 

The day deUcious and the room quite cocy — 
And yet there were two bosoms fuU of gall 1 

So lurks the thorn in paths long, soft^ and rosy 1 
Jules was not one whom trifles could appal. 

But few things will make creep the lion's mane 

Like ladies in a mifif who won't explain I 

Lxxxnc 

Kow I have seen a hadji and a cadi — 
Have scjoum'd among strangers, oft and long — 

nave known most sorts of women, fair and shady. 
And mingled in most kinds of mortal throng — 

But, in my life, I never saw a lady 

Who had, the leasty the air of being wrong I 

The fact is, there's a nameless grace in evil 

We never caught— 'twas she who saw the devill . 
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In pedigree of sin we're mere begicners — 
¥or what was Adam to the " morning star?'* 

She would take precedence-— if sins were dinners^ 
And hence that self-assured "de hawt en hai' 

So unattainable by men^ as sinners. 

Of course, she plays the devil in a fracaa — 

Prowns better, looks more innocent, talks faster. 

And argues like her grandmother's old master! 



And in proportion as the angel &des — 
As love departs — the crest of woman 

Even in passion's softer, lighter shades. 
With aristocracy's well-bred disguises; 

For, with no tragic fury, no tirades, 
A lady look$ a man into a crisis I 

And, to 'most any animal carnivorous 

Before a belle aggrieved, the Lord deliver us I 

xon. 

Jules had one tiling particular to say, 

The mom I speak of, but, in &ct, was there, 

With twenty times the mind to be away. 
Uncomfortable seem'd the stufiTd arm-chair 

In which the Earl would sometimes pass the diij ; 
And there was something Roman in the air; 

For every e£fort to express his errand 

Ended in ^* am 1"-«m 'twere a Latin gtrundL 
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xau. 

He had reoeiTed a little billet-doux 
The night before — as pUin as A B C^ 

(I mean, it would appear as {^ain to joa, 
Though very full of meaning, you'll agre«)— 

Informing him that by advice quite new 
The Bad was going now to try the sea ; 

And begging him to have his passport vised 

For Vemoe, by Bologna — if he leased I 

XCfV. 

Smooth as a melody of Mother Goose's 

l%e gentle missive elegantly ran — 
A sort of note. the writer don't care who sees^ 

For yoU'Hjay pick a flaw in*t if you can — 
But yet a stem eixpwitneiiium erudtj 

Quite in the style rf Mettemich, or Van, — 
And meant — ^without more flummery or ftiss*-^ 
JSta/y w&h ifowr Marehienesi — or come mA na^t 

.xcv. 

Here was to be '^ a parting such as wrings 
TheUood from out young hearts" — for Jules trcniU stay 

The bird she took unfledged had got its wingSy 
And, though its cage be gold, it most away ^ 

But this, and similar high-color'd things, 
Be;flDement makes it difficult to say ; 

For, higher " high life" is, (this sicte an attic,) 

The mora it thrinka teoaatt that k>oks dramatia 
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Heace, words grow oold ms mgfony grow* lot, 
'Twixt those who see in ridicule a Hades ; 

And though the truth but coldly end the plot^ 
(There really is no patnos for you, ladies I) 

Jules cast the die with simply '^ I think not i" 
And her few words were guarded as he made Lia^ 

For rank has one oold law of Moloch*s making-^ 

Jkath, before outcry, vihUe the heart is breaking/ 

XCVII. 

She could npt tell that boy how hot the tear 
That seem'd within her eyeball to kaTe died-* 

Sbe oooid not tell him her exalted sphere 
ffsA not a hope his boyish love beside : 

The grave of anguish is a human ear — 
Hers lay unburied in a paU <^ pride I 

And life, for her, theneeforUi, was oold and k)ndy» 

With her heart lods'd in that dumb sorrow eoly 1 , 



Calm, in her " pride of place," moves Lady Jane- 
Paler, but beautifully pale, and cold — 

So cold, the gaz^^r believes joy nor pain 
Has o'er that ^ulse of marble ever rolled. 

She loved too late to dream of love again, 
And rich, fair, noble, and alone, grows old I 

A star, on which a spirit had alighted 

Onoe, in all time, were like a life so blighted 1 
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XCIX. 

So, from the poet's woof was broke a thread- - 
Which we have Mlow'd ia its rosy weaving I 

Yet merrily, still on, the shuttle sped. 
Jules was not made of stuff to die of grieving* 

But, that an angd finom his path had fled. 
He was not long in mournfully believing. 

And '^ angel watch and ward" had fled with be>^ 

Ejr, virtuously loved, *tis hard to err 1 

c. 

Poets are moths, (or so some poet sings, 

Or so some pleasant allegory goes,) 
And Jules at many a bright li^t burnt his wingsi 

His flrst chaste scorching the forgoing shows; 
But, while one passion best in metre rings. 

Another is best told in lucid prose. 
As to the Marchioness, I*ve half a plan, sir I 
To limn her in the quaint Spenserian stanza. 



1^ ^ "O. 
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